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MDCCXLUI. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

EDWARD 


EARL  of  OXFORD, 

AND 

EARL  MORTIMER. 

MY  LORD, 

THE  invariable  Favour  which 
Your  Lordfhip  has  exprefled 
for  TV ejlminjler- School^  a  Place  na 
Power  can  hinder  me  from  loving, 
would  have  determined  me  to  defire 
the  Honour  of  the  fame  Patronage, 
even  though  I  had  not  been  in- 
fluenced by  fuperior  Confiderations, 
fuch  as  I  fhall  never  be  afraid  to 
glory  in,  while  I  retain  any  memory 
of  Duty  towards  one  of  the  beft  So- 
vereigns, or  of  Efteem  for  one  of  the 
greatefl:  Minifters  our  Nation  ever 
a  2  en- 
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enjoyed;  a  Minifter,  who  extorted 
publick  Applaufe  from  his  bittereft 
Enemies,  and  who  in  his  loweft  Ebb 
of  Fortune,  feared  the  mightieft 
Thirfters  for  his  Blood  much  lels 
than  he  was  feared  by  them. 

The  hereditary  Regard  for  Learn- 
ing, and  the  Seats  and  Profeffors  of 
it,  which  deicends  to  Your  Lordfliip 
from  lb  excellent  a  Father,  makes 
me  hope  even  the  following  Poems 
will  not  be  altogether  unacceptable ; 
efpecially  fince  they  are  chiefly  cal- 
culated to  promote  the  trueft  Inter- 
efts  of  Mankind,i?^//^/(?;/and/^/>/^^ : 
for  that  is  a  Merit  I  fhall  never  give 
up,  as  I  fhall  never  claim  any  other ; 
As  far  as  the  Intention  reaches,  they 
are  not  quite  undeferving  the  nobleft 
Patron. 

'Tis  with  Reludance  I  wave  the 
mention  of  many  Perfonal  Obliga- 
tions received  from  Your  Lordfhip  ; 

but 
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but  I  can  by  no  means  refifl:  this 
opportunity  of  returning  my  Ac- 
knowledgments on  my  Father's  Ac- 
count, who  is  paft  expreffing  his 
own  Gratitude  on  Earth,  being  now 
happy  in  that  World  which  alone 
is  worthy  of  him.  Neither  Obfcurity 
of  Condition,  nor  Diftance  of  Place, 
could  prevent  Your  Lordfhip  from 
diftinguifhing  and  encouraging  a 
worthy  Clergyman  in  his  indefati- 
gable Searches  after  Truth,  and  his 
unfafhionable  Studies  in  Divinity ; 
which  perhaps  might  have  been  left 
unfinifhed  without  that  Encourage- 
ment :  And  it  will  be  no  fmall  Re- 
commendation of  the  Work  itfelf, 
that  its  Author  was  favoured  and  ap- 
proved by  an  Earl  of  OXFORD. 

That  your  Lordfhip  may  conti- 
nue a  Bleffing  and  Ornament  to  your 
Country,  eminent  for  ftrideft  Ho- 
nour in  publick,  for  unlpotted  Pro- 
a  3  bity 
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bity  in  private  Life ;  ftedfafl:  and 
unwearied  in  every  good  Work  ; 
and  after  a  venerable  old  age,  crown- 
ed with  all  the  Profperity  of  this 
mortal  State,  may  enjoy  the  eternal 
Felicity  of  a  better ;  is,  and  fhall 
be  the  fincere  prayer  of, 


My  LORD, 

Tour  Lordjhip's  moji  dutiful^ 
Obliged^  and  obedient 
Humble  Servant ^ 


Tiverton, 
Jan.  1735-6. 


S.  WESLEY. 


T  O  T  H  E 


READER. 

TF  the  following  Pieces  Jhould  meet  with 
any  courteous  Reader  among  thofe  who  are 
Strangers  to  the  Writer^  it  is  proper  he  Jhould 
he  informed^  that  it  was  not  any  Opinion  of 
Excellency  in  the  Verfes  themf elves  that  occa- 
foned  their  prefent  ColleBion  and  Publica^ 
tion^  but  merely  the  Profit  propofed  by  the 
Subfcription. 

It  is  obvious  to  fuppofe  that  many  People 
may  expeB  fever al  I'hings  of  quite  a  diffe^ 
rent  Nature  from  any  they  will  here  find ; 
but  as  the  Sheets  have  exceeded  the  number 
engaged  for  in  the  Propofals^  there  is  more 
reafon  to  fear  that  the  befi  Judges  will  blame 
the  Book  for  being  fo  long^  rather  than  cefi-^ 
fure  it  for  being  no  longer. 

T^he  Author  hopes  no  body  who  knows  him 
thinks  him  capable  of  JJndutifulnefs  to  his 
Earthly  Sovereign^  or  of  T'reajon  againfi  the 
King  of  Kings  :  and  whatever  Ludicrous 
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To  the  Reader. 

Copies  may  be  attributed  to  him  by  cmmmi 
Fame^  if  they  do  not  tranfgrefs  thofe  Bounds^ 
how  fevere  foever  upon  particular  Crimes ^ 
be  neither  owns  nor  dijowns  them  j  ■ 
Fear  was  made  for  the  Guilty  only;  or^ 
as  Hamlet  better  exprejjes  it  in  a  Scrap 
of  an  old  Song^ 

Why  let  the  ftrucken  Deer  go  weep, 

The  Hart  ungalled  play. 

^ere  are  a  few  Verfes  in  this  CoUeSiion^ 
which  the  Author  of  the  reji  cannot  lay  claim 
to  as  his  own  j  for  the  Infertion  of  which y 
if  the  Writers  will  pardon^  he  is  perfuaded 
the  Readers  will  haveoccafon  to  thank  him. 

7^«.  1735-6. 


Some 


Some  Account  of  the  Author^ 


BY  A  FRIEND. 

TH  E  Author  of  thefe  Poems  (the  Rev^. 
Mr.  Samuel  JVeJley)  frankly  declares 
in  his  preface  to  the  edition  publiflied  by 
himfelf,  that  it  was  not  any  opinion  of  ex- 
cellency in  the  "verfes  them/elves  that  occajton- 
ed  their  prefent  colleSlion  and  publication^  but 
meerly  the  Projit  propofed  by  the  fubfcription. 
If  his  modefty  had  permitted  him  to  have 
been  fenfible  of  his  own  merit,  he  might 
without  this  or  any  other  apology  have  fafe- 
ly  trufted  them  to  fpeak  for  themfelves:  and 
perhaps  the  candid  reader  upon  an  impartial 
perufal  will  hardly  think  them  inferior  to  the 
moft  favoured  and  celebrated  collections  of 
this  kind. 

For  though  it  muft  be  owned  that  a  cer- 
tain roughnefs  may  be  obferved  to  run  thro' 
them,  the  vehemence  and  furprizing  viva- 
city of  his  temper  not  fuffering  him  to 
revife,  or  as  he  ufed  to  call  it  to  tinker  what 
he  had  once  finifhed  with  that  accuracy  and 
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minutenefs  which  a  lower  genius  would  more 
naturally  have  been  inclined  to :  yet  ftrong, 
juft,  manly  fentiments  every  where  occur, 
fet  ofF  with  all  the  advantage  which  a  moft 
luxuriant  fancy  and  a  very  uncommon  com- 
pafs  of  knowledge  could  adorn  them  with  j 
together  with  a  flowing  and  unafFedled  plea- 
fantnefs  in  the  more  humorous  parts,  be- 
yond what  could  proceed  from, even  the  hap- 
pieft  talent  of  Wit,  unlefs  alfo  accompanied 
with  that  innocence  and  cheerfulnefs  of  heart 
which  to  Him  made  life  delightful  in  his  la- 
borious ftation,  and  endeared  his  converfa- 
tion  to  all,  elpecially  his  Learned  and  Inge- 
nious friends ;  and  many  fuch  he  had  of  all 
ranks  and  degrees. 

He  was  the  Son  of  a  Clergyman  in  Lin-- 
colnjhire^  from  whence  he  was  brought  to 
Wejlminjier-School  j  where  having  paft  thro' 
the  College  as  a  King's  Scholar  he  was  elect- 
ed Student  to  Cbriji-Chtirch  in  Oxford.  In 
both  thefe  places  by  the  fprightlinefs  of  his 
compofitions  and  his  remarkable  induftry  he 
gained  a  reputation  beyond  moft  of  his  co- 
temporaries,  being  throughly  and  critically 

fKilful 
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fkilful  in  the  Learned  languages,  and  Mailer 
of  the  Claffics  to  a  degree  of  perfection,  per-* 
haps  not  very  common  even  in  this  lafl  men- 
tioned Society  fo  juftly  famous  for  polite 
learning.  With  thefe  qualifications  he  was 
fent  for  from  the  Univerfity  to  officiate  as 
one  of  the  Ufhers  in  Wejlminjter-School^,  and 
foon  after  under  the  diredion  of  Bifhop  At-^ 
terbury  then  Dean  of  Wejlminjier^  entered 
into  holy  Orders  :  and  though  he  never  ob- 
tained any  Church  preferment,  yet  he  ap- 
plied himfelf  indefatigably  to  the  ftudies  of 
his  profeffion ;  and  to  the  charader  of  a  found 
judicious  Divine,  added  alfo  by  his  attain- 
ments before-mentioned  of  humane  learning 
that  of  an  excellent  Preacher.  It  may  feem 
almoft  incredible  that  a  perfon  fo  engaged 
in  perpetual  employment  lliould  compafs  all 
this:  and  yet  by  the  help  of  a  refolute  fpi- 
rit,  a  robuft  conftitution,  and  an  ardent  and 
infatiable  defire  of  knovv^ledge  he  did  it  fo 
effedlually,  that  it  may  be  truly  faid  he  left 
few  better  Scholars  than  himfelf  behind  him. 

However,  it  muft  be  obferved  in  juftice 
to  his  memory,  that  his  wit  and  learning 

were 
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were  the  leaft  part  of  this  worthy  man's 
praife.  An  open  benevolent  temper  which 
he  had  from  nature,  he  fo  cultivated  upon 
Principle,  and  was  fo  intent  upon  it  as  a 
Duty  to  help  every  body  as  he  could,  that 
the  number  and  continual  fuccefs  of  his  good 
offices  was  aflonifhing  even  to  his  friends, 
who  knew  with  what  pleafure  and  zeal  he 
did  them :  and  he  was  an  inftance  how  ex- 
ceedingly ferviccable  in  life  a  perfon  of  a 
very  inferior  ftation  may  be,  who  fets  his 
heart  upon  it.  As  his  diligence  upon  fuch 
occafions  was  never  tired  out,  fo  he  had  a 
lingular  addrefs  and  dexterity  in  foUiciting 
them :  his  own  little  income  was  liberally 
made  ufe  of,  and  as  his  acquaintance  whom 
he  applied  to  were  always  confident  of  his 
care  and  integrity,  he  never  wanted  means 
to  carry  on  his  good  purpofes  j  fo  that  his 
life  was  a  feries  of  ufeful  Charity.  One  par- 
ticular muft  not  be  omitted :  He  was  one 
of  the  firft  projedtors  and  a  very  careful  and 
atlive  promoter  of  the  firft  Infirmary  fet  up 
at  Wejiminfier  for  the  relief  of  the  fick  and 
needy  in  the  year  17 1 9,  and  he  had  the  fa- 

tisfadion 
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tisfadlion  to  fee  it  flourifh  from  a  very  fmali 
beginning  to  its  prefent  happy  ftate,  and 
to  propagate  by  its  example  under  the  pru- 
dent management  of  other  good  perfons 
many  pious  eftablifhments  of  the  fame  kind 
in  diftant  parts  of  the  Nation. 

After  this  it  will  eafily  be  believed  that 
he  abhor'd  and  defpifed  that  licentioufnefs 
of  expreffion,  which  fo  many  even  of  the 
firft-rate  names  in  Poetry  have  unaccount- 
ably given  into ;  that  levity  and  indelicacy 
which  fo  often  facrifices  good  manners  and 
vertue  to  an  impotent  defire  of  fliining  in 
Wit.  He  has  handfomely  ridiculed  it  in 
thefe  poems,  and  his  converfation  was  a 
ftanding  rebuke  to  it,  being  a  proof  how 
little  need  a  true  genius  has  of  fuch  wretch- 
ed expedients  to  make  itfelf  entertaining. 
Not  but  that  he  was  very  free  and  open, 
though  always  jufl:  and  candid  in  his  cen- 
fures :  as  no  man  had  a  truer  refpedt  for  all 
forts  of  Merit,  or  a  more  compaffionate  re- 
gard for  all  human  frailty  j  foHypocrify  and 
knavery  always  felt'  the  lalh  of  his  honeft 
indignation :  in  his  converfation  he  animad- 
verted 
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verted  upon  them  without  any  referve, 
and  in  his  writings  he  expofed  them  with 
a  true  fpirit  of  Satyr.  And  hence  his  papers 
grew  infenfibly  upon  his  hands  to  the  bulk 
which  compofes  this  volume  j  feveral  of 
them  were  publifhed  fingly  from  time  to 
time  and  received  by  the  world  with  great 
applaufe,  and  the  whole  being  afterwards 
coUedled  by  himfelf  and  printed  in  a  hand- 
fom  edition  in  quarto,  met  with  fuch  en- 
couragement as  made  up  good  part  of  a  de- 
cent competency  he  left  behind  him  for  his 
widow  and  daughter  to  fubfift  upon. 

The  following  extradts  of  letters  from 
his  Patron  Bifhop  Atterbury^  are  too  much 
to  his  honour  not  to  be  here  inferted  ;  they 
were  occafioned  by  that  fine  poem  (printed 
in  this  colledion)  upon  the  death  of  Mrs. 
MoricCy  his  Lordfhip's  daughter. 

April  24,  1730. 
I  have  received  a  poem  from  Mr.  Morice^ 
which  Imuji  be  injenjible  not  to  thank  you  for^, 
your  Elegy  upon  the  death  of  Mrs.  Morice. 
It  is  "what  I  cannot  help  an  Impulfe  upon  me 

tQ; 
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to  tell  you  under  my  own  hand  the  Jatisfac^ 
tion  I  feel ^  the  approbation  I  give  ^  the  envy 
I  bear  you  ^  for  this  good  deed  and  good  work ; 
as  a  poet  and  as  a  man^  I  thank  you^  lejleem 
you. 

Paris,  May  27,  1730. 

I  am  obliged  to  W.for  what  ,  he  has  writ-- 
ten  on  my  dear  child ;  a?2d  take  it  the  more 
kindly  becaufe  he  could  not  hope  for  my  being 
ever  in  a  condition  to  reward  him  —  tho"  if 
ever  I  am^  I  will ;  for  he  has  JJdewn  an  in'- 
variable  regard  for  me  all  along  in  all  cir- 
cumfiances  \  and  much  more  than  fome  of  his 
acquaintance  who  had  ten  times  greater  ob^ 
ligations. 

Paris,  June  30,  1730* 

"The  Verfes  you  fent  me  touched  me  very 
nearly^  and  the  Latin  in  the  front  of  them 
as  much  as  the  Englijh  that  followed.  "There 
are  a  great  many  good  lines  in  them^  and  they 
are  writ  with  as  much  affection  as  poetry  — 
"they  came  from  the  Heart  of  the  author ^ 
and  he  has  a  jhare  of  mine  in  return  ^  and  if 
ever  I  come  back  to  my  country  with  honour 
he  Jhall  find  it^ 

It 
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li:  may  be  thought  and  perhaps  truly 
enough  that  his  attachment  to  this  great 
unfortunate  Prelate  hindered  him  from  rif- 
ing  higher  in  the  world :  but  as  it  was  what 
he  always  gloried  in,  fo  it  is  obvious  to  re- 
mark that  it  would  be  for  the  credit  of  hu- 
man nature  if  fuch  examples  were  more 
frequent,  and  that  Great  men  did  oftener 
find  upon  the  viciilitudes  of  fortune  fuch 
firmnefs  and  fidelity  from  thofe  they  have 
obliged. 

But  however  difinterefled  and  unaffum- 
ing  he  might  be  as  to  Pufhing  himfelf  for- 
ward into  preferment,  yet  he  could  not 
help  taking  it  grievoufly  to  heart  to  be 
thruft  by  it  when  it  fell  fairly  and  regu- 
larly in  his  way :  and  therefore  being  dif- 
appointed  of  obtaining  the  Second  Mafter- 
fhip  upon  a  vacancy  at  JVeJiminfter^  which 
he  thought  his  long  and  faithful  fervices 
entituled  him  to,  he  was  eafily  prevailed 
with  to  accept  a  Country  School  in  the 
Weji  of  Englandy  where  foon  falling  into  a 
lingering  illnefs,  which  in  a  few  years 
brought  him  to  his  end,  he  lyes  buried  in  the 

Church- 
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Church-yard  with  the  following  infcription 
upon  his  grave- ftone. 

Here  lye  interred 
Vh  Remains  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Samuel  Wefley,  A.M. 
Sometime  Student  of  Chriji -Churchy  Ox  on  : 

A  Man  for  his  uncommon  wit  and  learning 
For  the  benevolence  of  his  temper 
And  fmplicity  of  manners 
Defervedly  beloved  and  ejieemed  by  alL 

An  excellent  Preacher : 
But  whofe  befi  fermon 
Was  the  conjlant  example  of  an  edifying  Life. 

So  continually  and  zealoufy  employed 
In  aSfs  of  beneficence  and  charity 
That  he  truly  followed 
His  bleffed  Mafler^s  example 
In  going  about  doing  good. 

Of  fuch  fcrupulous  integrity ^ 
That  he  declined  occafions  of  advancement  in  the  world 
Through  fear  of  being  involved  in  dangerous  compliances ^ 
And  avoided  the  ufual  ways  to  preferment 
As  fludioujly  as  many  others  feek  them. 

Therefore^  after  a  life  fpent 
In  the  laborious  employment  of  teaching  youth y 

Firji  for  near  twenty  years 
As  one  of  the  Ujhers  in  Weftminfter- School, 
Afterwards  for  feven  years 
As  Head-Majler  of  the  Free  School  at  Tiverton^ 
He  refigned  his  foul  to  God 
Nov.  6,  1739,         ^(f'  year  of  his  age^ 
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O  N 

SEVERAL  OCCASIONS. 


0;z  H  A  P  P I  N  E  S  S. 
I. 

WH  AT  art  Thou ,  H  A  p  p i n £  s  s ,  or  whore 
In  Mirth,  or  Wifdom  of  the  Mind  r 
In  Hermit's  Peace,  or  Heroe's  Wnr  ? 

To  Cots,  or  Palaces  confin'd  r 
In  Friendfhip's  breaft,  or  Beauty's  eye  r 
In  Madnefs,  or  in  Piety  ? 

II. 

Did  Peace  in  Rural  Shades  abide. 

Were  Groves  and  Fields  the  feat  of  Reff  ^ 

The  Conqu'ror  punifli'd  for  his  Pride, 
Thrown  from  a  Monarch  to  a  Beaft, 

Had  found,  v/hen  grazing  in  the  Field, 

The  Blifs  his  Palace  could  not  vield. 
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III.  ^Vholc 


2         Poems  on  feveral  Occafions. 
III. 

Whofe  Mind  with  Lonelinefs  can  fuit. 
Who  makes  in  Caves  his  dark  abode. 

Is  unreflecting  as  a  Brute, 
Or  felf-fufficient  as  a  God. 

But  Care  no  Defert  can  exclude. 

We  haunt  ourfelves  in  Solitude. 

IV. 

Mifchance  can  reach  the  high  enthroned. 
Nor  PowV,  nor  Fame,  can  fill  the  Thought 

This  weeping  Alexander  own'd. 
And  falling  mighty  Julius  taught : 

And  who  than  Julius  hopes  to  rife 

More  brave,  or  generous,  or  wife  ? 

V. 

Tranfported  if  our  Spirits  grow. 

Obeying  Wine  or  Mufick's  call. 
The  higher  at  their  rife  they  flov/. 

The  lower  at  their  ebb  they  fall  : 
And  fineft  Wit  affords  delight 
As  fliort  as  Lightning,  tho'  as  bright. 

VI. 

With  Knowledge  Sorrows  will  increafe. 

If  Solomon  himfelf  we  hear: 
And  who  would  grafp  at  Hopes  like  thefe. 

And  length  of  Toil  and  Watching  bear. 
Merely  by  length  of  Toil  to  gain 
A  farther  Ufury  of  Pain  ? 

VIL 
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VII. 

But  Friendfhip,  that  can  Fate  difarm, 
Exerts  in  Life  a  Pow'r  divine  i 

Yet  often  impotent  to  warm, 
The  Meteor  can  no  more  than  fhine  : 

And  nobleft  Friends  fometimes  we  find 

Are  cold,  uneafy,  or  unkind, 

vm. 

Love,  when  mutual  Paflions  rife, 

Sweeteft  Happinefs  below  ; 
See,  the  pleafmg  Vifion  flies. 

See,  the  end  of  Joy  is  Woe  ! 
Either  cloy'd,  or  elfe  but  tafting  ; 
'Tis  not  great,  or  'tis  not  lading. 

IX. 

Suppofe  no  boding  inward  Stings, 
Repentant  Sighs,  or  guilty  Tears 

Or  Jealoufy,  that  frequent  brings 
Himfelf  the  Mifchief  that  he  fears : 

Or  Falftiood,  or  fantaftick  Jar, 

Or  fainting  Swooning  of  Defpair. 

X. 

The  Madman,  merry  Monarch,  raves. 
While  pleafing  Phrenzy  fooths  his  Brain 

He  Wars  and  Revolutions  braves. 
Of  Fear  infenfible  and  Pain : 

Yet  Friends  the  Lunatick  bemoan, 

Curft  in  Misfortunes  not  his  own. 
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XL 

Where  Piety,  celeftial  born, 
Her  genuine  Influence  beftows, 

-Unpointed  is  the  ftiarpeft  Thorn, 
And  brightened  is  the  faireft  Rofe. 

She  Care  from  Greatnefs  can  exclude. 

And  gild  the  Gloom  of  Solitude* 

XIL 

Ev'ry  Lofs  She  turns  to  Gain, 
Joys  unclogM  with  Guilt  affuring, 

Pleafures  void  of  after- Pain, 

Love  vjtW  grounded  and  enduring. 

Knowledge  bleft,  prefenting  ftill 

Truth  to  Wit,  and  Good  to  Will 

XIIL 

Lo !  the  Friend  a  Brother  makes ! 

Heightened  Love  difdains  to  fly  ! 
Ev'ry  Blifs  the  prefent  lacks 

Heav'n  hereafter  will  fupply  ! 
Never  cloy'd,  tho*  more  than  tafting, 
Ever  great,  and  €ver-Jafting» 
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The  COBLE  R  : 

A  tALE. 

YOUR  Sage  and  Morallft  can  fliow 
Many  Misfortunes  here  below, 
A  Truth  which  no  one  ever  mifs'd, 
Tho'  neither  Sage  nor  Moralift : 
Yet,  all  the  Troubles  notwithftancling, 
Which  Fate  or  Fortune  has  a  hand  in, 
Fools  to  themfelves  will  more  create. 
In  fpite  of  Fortune  and  of  Fate. 
Thus  oft  are  dreaming  Wretches  feen, 
Tortur'd  with  Vapours,  and  with  Spleen  ; 
Transform^  (at  leaft  in  their  own  eyes) 
To  Glafs,  or  China,  or  Goofe-Pies. 
Others  will  to  themfelves  appear 
Stone-dead,  as  Wihh.  the  Conqueror  y 
And  all  the  world  in  vain  might  ftrive 
To  face  them  down,  that  they're  alive. 
Unlucky  Males  with  Child  will  groan. 
And  forely  dread  their  lying  down  i 
As  fearing,  that  to  eafe  their  pain, 
May  puzzle  Do£lor  Chamberlain** 
Imaginary  Evils  flow. 
Merely  for  want  of  real  Woe  ; 
And  when  prevailing  Whimfics  rife. 
As  monftrous  wild  Abfurdities 

A3  Are^ 
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Are,  ev'ry  hour,  and  ev'ry  minute. 
Found  without  Bedlam,  as  within  it : 
Which  if  you  farther  would  have  fhown. 
And  Leifure  have  to  read,  —  read  on. 

There  liv'd  a  Gentleman,  pofleft 
Of  all  that  Mortals  reckon  beft  : 
A  Seat  well-chofe  in  wholefome  Air, 
With  Gardens  and  with  Profpefts  fair  : 
His  Land  from  Debt  and  Jointure  free. 
His  Money,  never  in  South-Sea  : 
His  Health  of  Body  firm  and  good , 
Tho'  paft  the  Heyday  in  his  Blood  : 
His  Confort  fair,  and  good,  and  kind  ; 
His  Children  rifing  to  his  mind  : 
His  Friends  ingenious  and  fincere  ; 
His  Honour,  nay  his  Confcience  clear : 
He  wanted  nought  pf  human  Blifs, 
But  Pow'r  to  tafte  his  Happinefs, 

Too  near,  alas !  this  Great  Man's  Hall 
A  merry  Cobler  had  a  Stall  ; 
An  arch  old  Wag  as  e'er  you  knew. 
With  Breeches  red  and  Jerkin  blue  5 
Chearful  at  working,  as  at  play. 
He  fung  and  whittled  Life  away : 
When  rifing  Morning  glads  the  Sky, 
Clear  as  the  merry  Lark,  and  high  ; 
When  Evening  Shades  the  Landfkip  veil. 
Late  warbling  as  the  Nightingale. 
Tho'  Pence  came  flow,  and  Trade  was  ill 
Yet  ftill  he  fung  and  whittled  ftill  s 
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Tho^  patch'd  his  Garb,  and  coarfe  his  Fare, 
He  laugh'd,  and  caft  away  old  Care. 

The  rich  Man  view'd  with  Difcontent 
His  tatter'd  Neighbour's  Merriment, 
With  Envy  grudg'd,  and  pin'd  to  fee 
A  Beggar  pleafanter  than  He  ; 
And,  by  degrees,  to  hate  began 
Th'  intolerable  happy  Man, 
Who  haunted  him,  hke  any  Sprite, 
From  Morn  to  Eve,  by  Day  and  Night. 

It  chanc'd,  when  once  in  Bed  he  lay^ 
When  Dreams  are  true,  at  break  of  day, 
He  heard  the  Cobler  at  his  Sport, 
Amidft  his  Mufick  flopping  fhort  : 
Whether  his  Morning  Draught  he  took, 
Or  warming  Whiff  of  wonted  Smoke, 
The  'Squire  fufpefted,  being  fhrewd^ 
This  Silence  boded  him  no  good  ; 
And,  'caufe  he  nothing  faw  nor  heard^ 
A  Machiavilian  Plot  he  fear'd. 
Strait  Circumftances  crowded  plain 
To  vex  and  plague  his  jealous  Brain  : 
Trembling  in  pannick  dread  he  lies. 
With  gaping  Mouth  and  flaring  Eyes; 
And  ftraining  wiftful  both  his  Ears, 
He  foon  perfuades  himfelf  he  hears 
One  fkip  and  caper  up  the  Stairs, 
Sees  the  Door  open  quick,  and  knew 
His  dreaded  Foe  in  Red  and  Blue^ 

A.  4.  Who 
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WhOj  with  a  running  Jump,  he  thought, 

Leap'd  plumb  diredly  down  his  Throat, 

Laden  with  Tackle  of  his  Stall, 

Laft,  Ends,  and  Hammer,  Strap,  and  Awl  : 

No  fooner  down,  than  with  a  jerk 

He  fell  to  niufick,  and  to  work. 

If  much  he  grievM  our  Don  before. 

When  but  o'  th'  Outfide  of  his  Door, 

How  forely  muft  he  now  moleft. 

When  got  o'  th'  Infide  of  his  Breaft  \ 

The  waking  Dreamer  groans  and  fwells^ 

And  Pangs  imaginary  feels ; 

Catches,  and  Scraps  of  Tunes  he  hears 

For  ever  ringing  in  his  Ears  ; 

-Tll-favour'd  Smells  his  Nofe  difpleafe, 

Mundungus  flrong,  and  rotten  Cheefe  : 

He  feels  him,  when  he  draws  his  breath. 

Or  tug  the  Leather  with  his  teeth  ^ 

Or  beat  the  Sole,  or  elfe  extend 

Kis  Arms  to  th'  utmoft  of  his  End, 

Enough  to  crack,  when  ftretchM  fo  wide. 

The  Ribs  of  any  mortal  Side. 

Is  there  no  method  then  to  fly 

This  vile  inteftine  Enemy? 

What  can  be  done  in  this  condition. 

But  fending  inftant  for  Phyfician  } 

The  Doftor,  having  heard  the  Cafe, 
Burft  into  laughter  in  his  face  \ 
Told  him,  he  needs  no  more  than  rife. 
Open  his  Windows,  and  his  Eyes, 

Whiftling 
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Whiftling  and  ftitching  there  to  fee 
The  Cobler,  as  he  us'd  to  be. 
Sir,  quoth  the  Patient,  your  Pretences 
Shall  ne'er  perfuade  me  from  my  Scnfes : 
How  fhould  I  rife  ?  the  heavy  Brute. 
Will  hardly  let  me  wag  a  foot : 
Tho'  Seeing  for  Belief  may  go. 
Yet  Feeling  is.  the  Truth,  you  know  V 
I  feel  him  in  my  Sides  I  tell  ye  ; 
Had  You  a  Cobler  in  your  Belly, 
You  fcarce  would  fleer  as  now  you  do;. 
I  doubt  your  Guts  would  grumble,  too  ; 
Still  do  you  laugh  ?  I  tell  you,  Sir, 
I'd  kick  you  foundly,  could  I  ftir : 
Thou  Quack,  that  never  hadft  Degrea 
In  either  Univerfity 

Thou  meer  Licentiate,  without  knowledge. 
The  fhame  and  fcandal  of  the  College : 
I'll  call  my  Servants,  if  you  ftay  ; 
So,  Dcftor,  fcamper  while  you  may.. 

One  thus  difpatch'd,  a  fecond  came^. 
Of  equal  (kill,  and  greater  fame  ; 
Who  fwore  him  mad  as  a  March  Hare, . 
(For  Doctors,  when  provok'd,  will  fwean)^ 
To  drive  fuch  Whimfies  from  his  Pate,., 
He  drag'd  him  to  the.Window  ftrait. 
But  jilting  Fortune  can  devife 
To  baffle  and  outwit  the  wife ; 
The  Cobler.  e'er  expos'd  to  view,  . 
Had  juft  pull'd  off  his  Jerkin  Blue, 

A  5  Hot 
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Not  dreaming  'twould  his  Neighbour  hurt. 
To  fit  in  Frefco  in  his  Shirt. 
Ah  !  quoth  the  Patient,  with  a  Sigh, 
You  know  him  not  fo  well  as  I  ; 
The  Man  who  down  my  Throat  is  run. 
Has  got  a  true-blue  Jerkin  on. 
In  vain  the  Do6lor  rav'd  and  tore, 
Argu'd  and  fretted,  ftamp'd  and  fwore  ; 
Told  him  he  might  believe  as  well 
The  Giant  of  Panta^ruel 
Did  oft,  as  break  his  faft  or  fup. 
For  poach'd  Eggs  fwallow  Windmills  up  5 
Or  that  the  Holland  Dame  could  bear 
A  Child^  for  ev'ry  day  i'  th'  year. 
The  vapour'd  Dotard,  grave  and  fly, 
Miftook  for  Truth  each  rapping  Lye  ^ 
And  drew  Conclufions  fuch  as  thefe, 
Refiftlefs  from  the  Premifles : 

I  hope,  my  Friends,  you'll  grant  me  all, 
A  Windmiirs  bigger  than  a  Stall : 
And  fmce  the  Lady  brought  alive 
Children,  Three  hundred  fixty  five, 
Why  fliould  you  think  there  is  not  room 
For  one  poor  Cobler  in  my  Womb  ? 
Thus  ev'ry  thing  his  Friends  could  fay 
The  more  confirm'd  him  in  his  way  : 
Farther  convinc'd,  by  what  they  tell, 
^Twas  certain,  tho'  impoflible. 

Now  worfe  and  worfe  his  piteous  State 
Wa$  growjJ;>  and  almoft  defperate ; 

Yet 
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Yet  ftill  the  utmoft  bent  to  try. 

Without  more  Help  he  would  not  die. 

An  old  Phyfician,  fly  and  ftirewd. 

With  management  of  Face  endu'd. 

Heard  all  his  Tale  ;  and  afl^:^,  with  care^ 

How  long  the  Cobler  had  been  there  ? 

Noted  diftindly  what  he  faid  ; 

Lift  up  his  Eyes,  and  fliook  his  Head^, 

And  grave  accofts  him,  on  this  faftiion. 

After  mature  deliberation. 

With  ferious  and  important  Face, 

Sir,  your's  is  an  uncommon  Cafe  : 

Tho'  Pve  read  Galenas  Latin  o'^er^ 

I  never  met  with  it  before  \ 

Nor  have  I  found  the  like  Difeafe,. 

In  Stories  of  Hippocrates. 

Then,  after  a  convenient  ftay, —  / 

■ — Sir,  if  Prefcription  you'll  obey. 

My  Life  for  your's,  I'll  fet  you  free 

From  this  fame  two-leg'd  Tympany. 

^Tis  true,  you're  gone  beyond  the  Cure 

Of  fam'd  Worm-powder  of  John  Moqr  ; 

Befides,  if  downwards  he  be  fent, 

I  fear  he'll  fplit  your  nether  Vent : 

But  then  your  Throat,  you  know,  is  v/idc, 

And  fcarcely  clos'd,  fince  it  was  try'd  ; 

The  fame  way  he  got  in,  'tis  plain, 

There's  room  to  fetch  him  out  again  : 

I'll  bring  the  forked  Worm  a.way, 

Without  a  Dyfenteria  : 

A  6  JSm^- 
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Emetic ks  ftrong  will  do  the  feat. 
If  taken  quantum  fufficit : 
I'll  fee  myfelf  the  proper  Dofe, 
And  then  Hypnotic ks  to  compofe. 
The  W retch,  tho'  languiftiing  and  weak, 
Reviv'd  already  by  the  Greek, 
Cries,  What  fo  learn'd  a  man  as  you 
Prefcribes,  dear  Dodor,  I  (hall  do. 
The  Vomit  fpeedily  was  got. 
The  Cobler  fent  for  to  the  fpot. 
And  taught  to  manage  the  deceit, 
And  not  his  Doublet  to  forget. 
But  firft  the  Operator  wife 
Over  the  Sight  a  Bandage  ties : 
For  Vomits  always  ftrain  the  Eyes. 
Courage!  I'll  make  you  difembogu.e, 
Spight  of  his  teeth,  th'  unlucky  Rogue  ; 
rii  drench  the  Rafcal,  never  fear, 
7\nd  bring  him  up,  or  drown  him  there. 
Warm  Water  down  he  makes  him  pour, 
"Till  his  ftretch'd  Guts  could  hold  no  more 
Vv^hich  doubly  fwolPnij  as  you  may  think. 
Both  with  the  Cobler,  and  the  Drink, 
What  thqy  receiv'd  againft  the  grain. 
Soon  paid' with  Interert  back  again. 
Here  comes  his  Tools,  he  can't  be  long 
Without  his  Hammer  and  his  Thong. 
The  Cobler  humour'd  what  was  fpoke. 
And  gravely  carry 'd  on  the  Joke  ] 
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As  he  heard  nam'd  each  fingle  matter, 
He  chuck'd  it  foufe  into  the  Water  i 
And  then,  not  to  be  feen  as  yet,, 
Behind  the  door  made  his  retreat.  • 
The  fick  Man  now  takes  breath  a-while. 
Strength  to  recruit  for  farther  toil : 
Unblinded  he,  with  joyful  eyes, 
The  Tackle  floating  there  efpies  ; 
Fully  convinc'd  within  his  mind. 
The  Cobler  could  not  ftay  behind,. 
Who  to  the  Alehoufe  ftill  would  go. 
Whene'er  he  wanted  Work  to  do : 
Nor  could  he  like  his  prefent  place. 
He  ne'er  lov'd  Water  in  his  days. 
At  length  he  takes  a  fecond  bout. 
Enough  to  turn  him  infide  out ; 
With  vehemence  fo  fore  he  ftrains^ 
As  would  have  fplit  another^s  Brains. 
Ay  !  here  the  Cobler  comes,  I  fwear  ! 
And  truth  it  was,  for  he  was  there. 
And,  like  a  rude  ill-manner'd  Glown, 
Kick'd  with  his  Foot  the  Vomit  down. 
The  Patient,  now  grown  wondrous  light^ 
Whip'd  off  the  Napkin  from  his  fight, 
Brifkly  lift  up  his  Head,  and  knew 
The  Breeches  and  the  Jerkin's  Hue  ^ 
And  fmird  to  hear  him  grumbling  fay^ 
As  down  the  Stairs  he  ran  his  way. 
He'd  ne'er  fet  foot  within  his  door, 
And  jump  down  open  Throats  no  more  ; 
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No  ;  while  he  liv'd,  he'd  ne'er  again 
Run,  like  a  Fox,  down  the  Red  Lane. 

Our  Patient  thus,  his  Inmate  gone, 
Cur'd  of  the  Crotchets  in  his  Crown, 
Joyful  his  Gratitude  exprefles. 
With  thoufand  Thanks  and  hundred  Pieces : 
And  thus,  with  much  of  Pains  and  Coft, 
Regain'd  the  Health,  he  never  loft,. 

MORA  L. 

Taught  by  long  Miferies,  we  find 
Repofe  is  feated  in  the  Mind  ; 
And  moft  Men  foon  or  late  have  own'd,, 
^Tis  there,  or  no  where,  to  be  founds 
This  real  Wifdom  timely  knows. 
Without  Experience  of  the  Woes  ; 
Nor  needs  inftru£tive  Smart,  to  fee. 
That  all  on  Earth  is  Vanity. 
Lofs,  Difappointment,  Paffion,  Strife, 
Whate'er  torments  or  troubles  Life, 
Tho'  groundlefs,  grievous  in  its  ftay,. 
^Twill  (hake  our  Tenements  of  Clay, 
When  paft,  as  nothing  we  efteem  ; 
And  Pain  like  Pleafure  is  but  Dream, 
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Par  thus  fe  legibus  amba 
InviSfa  Gente$  aterna  in  feeder  a  mittant.  Virg, 
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OF  THE 

B  A  T  T  L  E  of  the  S  E  X  E  S. 

nr'HE  Firft  Edition  of  the  following  Poem  was 
printed  more  coire^ly  than  could  have  been 
reafonably  expe5led\y  Jince  it  was  publifhed  without 
the  Writer's  knowledge^  and  a  great  many  undeferved 
Compliments  were  paffed  upon  him  in  the  Preface^ 
fo  that  he  now  is  utterly  prevented  from  alledging 
what  is  ufual  in  fuch  cafes ^  — the  neceffity  of  doing 
juftice  to  himfelf  But  there  is  a  much  better  reafon 
for  giving  the  Reader  this  trouble^  which  is^  the 
doing  jwHice  to  another,  Mr,  Addison,  in  the 
Guardian,  Numb.  152.  has  printed  an  Allegory^ 
which  is  the  Argument  of  thefe  Stanzas.  He  de^- 
fignd  to  have  written  a  whole  Canto^  in  the  Spirit 
^/Spencer,  upon  the  Contention  for  Superiority 
between  the  two  Sexes^  which  gave  the-  hint  to  a 
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meaner  Hand^  to  huild  upon  that  Foundation ;  who 
has  found  it  much  e after  to  imitate  the  Stanza^  than 
the  Sprit  of  that  excellent  Poet. 

It  would  be  a  mortifying  Confiderationforany  Man^ 
who  hoped  to  efiablifh  a  Reputation  by  Compofition^ 
to  reflet ^  that  aProdu^ion  of  one  of  our  finefl  Wits 
fJoould  be  fo  much  unknown  to  the  Worlds  as  to  be 
mifiaken  for  newy  and  attributed  to  a  wrong  perfon^ 
a  little  while  after  it  had  been  difperfed  in  loofe  Papers 
in  CofFee-houfcs,  nay^  and  reprinted  even  with  the 
Author  s  Name.  "The  Fable  was  plainly  intended^ 
as  that  Great  Mans  Works  generally  were^  to  pro- 
mote the  Inter efi  of  Virtue  \  for  which  very  Reafon^ 
perhaps^  it  funk  in  Oblivion^  while  feveral  other 
Pieces^  far  lefs  valuable^  have  been  more  frequently 
read^  and  more  loudly  applauded.  Inhere  are  never 
wanting  Mifcrcants,  ^tis  an  authorized  Term^) 
who  admire  no  part  ^/  Mi  lt o n  fo  much  as  his 
Political  Profe^  and  who  would  prefer  a  Marvel 
/^?<^Spencer. 

'27j  hoped  it  will  not  be  thought  Arrogance^  to  have 
Tnade  a  few  Alterations  in  the  Plan^  which  feems  not 
altogether  finifhed.  "The  War  is  carried  on  chiefly 
by  Aumliaries  not  belonging  to  either  SeXy  though 
there  feems  a  necejfity  they  fhould  be  either  Male  or 
Female^  and  confequently  they  might  as  well  have 

been 
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Been  mujiered  as  fuch.  The  Sexes  of  the  Combatants 
are  Jeldom  marked  \  nay^  Modefly,  the  peculiar 
Character  of  JVomen^  is  called  a  Hero^  which  fup- 
pofes  it  a  Virtue  of  the  MafcuUne  Gender.  T^he 
Sexes  here  are  always  diftinguifhed^  and  maintain 
their  own  Caufe  fince  People  generally  fight  their 
own  Battles  befl:  For  he  mtifl  he  a  confummate 'Poli- 
tician indeed^  who  byforwAng  Barriers  and  Alliances 
can  make  Men  more  concerned  for  others  than  for 
themfelves. 

There  is  hut  one  other  Change  of  Mr.  Addi- 
sonV  Exprejfwn^  which  need  he  taken  notice  of. 
The  Gods  and  Hymen  are  left  out^  and  Angels 
and  Marriage  fuhftituted  in  their  Places.  As  long 
cs  the  Heathen  Polytheifm  was  eftahlifhed^  and 
according  to  Hobbs'j  Definition  of  Religion.^  Tales 
feigned  in  private  were  believed  publickly  ;  thofe 
Machines  might  reafonably  contribute  to  the  Mar- 
vellous in  Poetry.,  without  appearing  Monfirous  and 
Incredible :  But  having  been  long  univer folly  difbe- 
lieved^  they  now  tranfgrefs  all  Bounds  of  Probabi- 
lity. Beftdes^  they  are  neceffarily  obfcure  to  moft 
Readers^  Jince  it  requires  a  competent  Share  of 
Learning.^  to  underfland  the  Allufions  to  antiquated 
Fables  \  not  to  inJiSl  upon  what  Bossu  grants ^ 
that  the  Shell  of  the  antient  Allegories  was  more 
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calculated  to  do  Mifchief,  than  the  Moral  was  to  do 
Service  to  Mankind.  Thd  'tis  a  very  doubtful  point 
whether,  generally  /peaking,  the  Poetical  Fimons 
were  at  fir§t  defigned  to  have  any  Moral  at  all. 
'Neither  is  it  impramcable  to  Jbe  a  compleat  Poet 
upon  a  Chriflian  Scheme  ;  if  any  one  thinks  fo,  let 
him  read  Paradife  Loft.  T'et  the  majority  of  mo- 
dern  Poets  fl and  up  fiifly  for  an  indefeqfible  right 
to  their  old  Heathenifm  and  feme  of  them  feem  by 
their  Writings  to  take  in  the  Agenda,  as  well  as 
Credenda,  of  that  No-Religion  ;  and  to  be  Pagans 
in  practice,  as  well  as  belief. 

If  the  following  Lines  /hould  be  peremptorily  pro- 
nounced to  have  nothing  Poetical  in  them,  becaufe 
utterly  destitute  of  Gods  and  Goddeffes,  the  Author 
will  be  very  eafy  upon  that  head,  if  it  may  be  allowed 
him  to  have  given  any  Hints  'not  unp-ofitable  for  the 
Conduct  of  Life.  To  this  end  he  has  expatiated  in 
drawing  the  Chara^ers  much  farther  than  was  re- 
quifite,meerly  with  a  view  to  the  Battle  of  the  Sexes. 
For  he  had  rather  be  of  fome  Ufeto  a  fingle  Reader, 
thayi,  without  that  degree  ofUfefulnefs,  to  be  ejteemed 
the  beft  Poet  that  ever  wrote. 
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I. 


TH  O      for  whofe  View  thefe  Numbers  were 
defign'd, 

A  while  with  Favour,  Hamilton,  attend  ; 
Smile,  and  begin  not  now  to  be  unkind,, 

But  tho*  the  Poet  pleafe  not,  fpare  the  Friend; 
And  Thou,  dear  Objeft  of  my  growing  Love, 

Whom  now  I  muft  not,  or  I  dare  not  name. 
Approve  my  Verfe,  which  fhines  if  you  approve  ; 

Let  giddy  Madmen  court  delufive  Fame  ; 
Let  your  Acceptance  fweet  overpay  my  Toil ; 
Let  Age  and  Rigour  frown,  fo  Youth  and  Beauty  fmile» 


Of  Arms,  which  fierce  contending  Sexes  bore, 

I  fing  ;  and  Wars,  for  Fame  and  Empire  made* 
Delpotick  Man  ruPd  with  tyrannick  Pow'r, 

Obey'd,  but  with  reluftance  ftill  obey'd  ; 
With  Words  his  long-difputed  Caufe  he  tries. 

But  Woman's  equal  Wit  difdains  to  yield  j 
At  length  to  Arms  ungeneroufly  he  flies. 

As  quick  the  Female  takes  the  profer'd  Field  ; 
Each  their  fuperior  Merit  to  maintain  :  [vain. 
For  Man  was  learn'd  and  proud,  and  Woman  fair  and 
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III. 

A  Plain  there  was,  call'd  Life^  extended  wide. 

To  which  a  fingle  painful  Paflage  led. 
With  numerous  Outlets  plac'd  on  ev'ry  Side ; 

Scenes  fmiling  fair  the  Profpeft  overfpread : 
Flourets,  and  Myrtles  fragrant,  feem'd  to  rife  : 

All  was  at  diftance  fweet,  but  near  at  hand 
The  gay  Deceit  mock'd  the  defiring  Eyes, 

With  Thorns,  and  defert  Heath,  and  barren  Sand. 
Severeft  Change  afflids  th'  uncertain  Air, 
Expos'd  to  Summer  Suns,  to  Blafts  of  Winter  bare. 

IV. 

^Twas  here  each  Sex  their  Field  of  Battle  chofe. 

The  narrow  Entrance  by  Confent  they  paft  j 
But  entered,  foon  their  Enmity  difclofe. 

And  to  their  different  Standards  march  with  hafte. 
Before  direfting  Reafon  yet  awoke. 

Was  PafEon  taught  them  ev'n  in  Infant  Age, 
While  antient  Sires  the  kindling  Sparks  provoke. 

And  warning  Dames  impertinently  fage. 
Thus  either  Sex  in  mutual  Feuds  combined. 
As  tho'  for  Wars  and  Hate  by  Nature's  God  defign'd. 

V. 

Brigades  of  crafty  Neuters  hovering  lay 

Camp'd  on  the  Margin  of  the  fpacious  Plain, 

To  wait  the  doubtful  Fortune  of  the  Day, 
And  publick  Lofs  improve  to  private  Gain  : 

Dc- 
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Detefted  Prudence  1  others,  nobler  far. 

Their  unrefolving  March  to  neither  bend. 
Purposed  in  Friendfhip  to  compofe  the  Jar, 

Or  timely  Succour  to  th'  opprefsM  to  fend. 
Here  Marriage  chafte,  there  Love  the  Conqu'ror  lies, 
Adverfe  to  ranging  Lii/ly  and  groveling  Avarice. 

VI. 

The  Women  firft,  quick  to  Revenge,  were  feen 

In  ftiining  rich  enamePd  Arms  advance ; 
Like  antient  Spartans^  o'er  the  level  Green, 

To  breathing  Flutes  they  trod  a  meafur'd  Dance. 
Dreadful  toMan  fo  moving !  Strait  in  Air,  [Breath 

Male  Banners  wave,  while  founding  Trumpets 
Kindles  in  martial  Breafts  ftern  love  of  War, 

Deliberate  Valour,  and  Contempt  of  Death. 
Furious  they  charge,  while  Fortitude^  their  Guide, 
Confpicuous  in  the  Van,  his  Female  Foes  defy'd. 

VII. 

In  freftiefl:  Pride  of  Life,  and  Strength  of  Years,- 

The  Male  Battalions  worthy  to  command. 
In  Times  of  Danger  unappal'd  with  Fears, 

A  Chieftain  fwift  of  Foot,  and  ftrong  of  Hand  ; 
Nor  tirM  with  Labours,  nor  difmay'd  with  Pains, 

Arm'd  at  all  Points,  a  ftranger  to  Defpair, 
He  dreads  not  Treafon,  and  he  Force  difdains ; 

In  bitter  Taunts  he  thus  accofts  the  Fair  : 
By  Women  charg'd,  fhall  Warriors  back  recoil  ? 
Sharp  Swords  and  pointedSpears  (hall  feebleDiftafFs  foil? 
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VIII. 

Beauty^  great  General  of  the  Female  War, 

Sprung  from  the  Front  with  Fortitude  t'engage ; 
Too  flight  for  Toil  her  tender  Limbs  appear. 

Yet  ftouteft  Heroes  trembled  at  her  Rage. 
StifF  Ribs  of  Whale  her  Coat  of  Mail  compos'd  ; 

Compos'd  with  Art,  her  taper  Wafte  to  fliow  : 
A  Bever  wrought  with  black  her  Helmet  clos'd. 

Which  by  th'name  of  Mafk  the  Moderns  know. 

Each  Step,  each  Motion,  (hot  an  artlefs  Grace ; 

She  feem'd  of  Conqueft  fure,  fure  e'en  without  her 

[Face. 

IX. 

The  warlike  Virgin,  and  the  Hero,  chofe 

In  difF'rent  ways  to  wage  an  equal  Fight ; 
With  Giant  Strength  he  heaps  redoubled  Blows; 

Of  Force  inferior,  ftie  depends  on  Slight : 
Eluding  furious  Strokes  by  quick  Retreat, 

Long  time  fhe  wards,  and  wary  fliifts  her  place ; 
At  length  her  Helm  his  Sword  defcending  met. 

And  of  her  fable  Vizard  cut  the  Lace  ; 
Millions  of  fudden  Charms  difcover'd  lye. 

Her  Skin,  her  Hair,  her  Brows,  her  Cheeks,  her  Lip, 

[her  Eye^ 

X. 

Difdainful  Frowns  and  Smiles  alternate  rife. 
Swift  to  her  Cheeks  the  lovely  Crimfon  iftreams, 

While  kindling  Rage  darts  Lightning  from  her  Eyes, 
And  adds  new  Brightnefs  to  their  native  Beams ; 

Nor 
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Nor  ftialt  thou  boaft,  th'  undaunted  Virgin  faid. 

Nor  am  I  yet  defencelefs,  and  overthrown. 
His  forward  foot  the  fhrinking  Warrior  ftay'd, 

Damp'd  with  refiftlefs  Fear,  till  then  unknown  ; 
Th*  inchanting  Voice  his  utmoft  Nerves  unftrung. 
And  what  her  Eyes  began,  ftie  perfects  with  her 

[Tongue. 

XL 

But  Wlfdom  next  flow-marching  to  his  aid. 

In  heavy  Armour  took  the  doubtful  Field  ; 
Temper'd  his  Helm,  by  wondrous  Magick  made  ; 

And  proof  toWitchcraft  was  hi5  pond'rous  Shield, 
Calm  without  Fear,  and  fervent  without  Rage, 

In  action  quick,  and  wary  to  advife. 
He  fcem'd  advanced  to  more  than  middle  age  ; 

For  when  had  Youth  the  ieifure  to  be  wife  ? 
Valiant  to  charge,  but  not  too  proud  to  fly  ; 
Refolv'd  his  lifted  Arm,  and  quick  his  piercing  Eye. 
XII. 

Now  Beauty  fmall  avails,  for  IVifdom  knov^'s 

How  foon  her  tranfitory  Glories  fail  ; 
That  Age  brings  languid  Eyes,  and  witherM  Brows, 

Her  Hairs  all  hoary,  and  her  Face  all  pale. 
The  more  he  view'd,  he  view'd  with  lefs  Applaufe  ; 

Whom  Rage  diftorted,  and  whom  Pride  deform'd  . 
Sternly  his  unrelenting  Sword  he  draws. 

Nor  by  her  Looks,  nor  by  her  Language  warm'd. 
Scarce  could  frail  Beauty  ftand  his  awful  view. 
When  timely  to  her  Aid  deep-mining  Cunnhtg  B.ev/. 
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XIII. 

Artful  her  Bofom  heavM,  her  rolling  Eyes 

AlIurM  with  Glances  whom  in  Heart  (he  fcorn'd  ; 
Sweet  flowM  her  Words  with  ever-pleafing  Lies, 

An  Infant  Lifp  her  double-Tongue  adorn'd. 
Her  Feet  half  dancing,  negligently  pac'd  ; 

Her  Motion,  nay,  her  Reft  was  all  Defign  ; 
Her  Arms  a  Scarf  and  Ribband  Bridle  grac'd, 

Whofe  Colours  glorious  in  the  Sun-beams  ftiine  ; 
Their  Hue  ftill  varying  with  the  changing  place. 
Yet  each  alternate  Dye  was  fuited  to  her  Face. 

XIV, 

The  Springs  and  Paflions  of  the  fecret  Mind, 

The  wily  Sorcerefs  could  furely  move  ^ 
Now  cruel  falfe,  now  feeming  faithful  kind, 

Withwell-drefs'd  Hate,  and  well-diffembled  Love : 
Fafl  fell  her  Tears,  obedient  to  her  will, 

A  fide-long  Gla»n<pe  her  roving  Eyes  would  throw; 
Simple  in  Shew,  and  innocent  of  Skill, 

Obferving  moft  what  le«ift  fhe  feem'd  to  kno\y : 
Then  fartheft  ofF  when  moft  approaching  near. 
Was  nj^ver  Fjraud  fo  deep,  in  ^femblance  fo  fyicere. 

XV^ 

A  fierce  and  dubious  Conflift  now  began  \ 
Cunnings  great  Engineer  of  Womankind, 

IFifdom^  main  Champion  for  contending  Man, 
Miet,wund'riiig  each^  theirMsitch  in  Arms  to  find ' 

Equal 
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Equal  the  Fight,  while  both  their  Station  held, 

While  neither  Chief  the  adverfe  Camp  invades, 
But  furious  Onfets  either  part  repell'd. 

By  warlike  Wiles  and  viewlefs  Ambufcades : 
Their  Safety  not  in  Strength,  but  flying,  flood; 
They  conquered  who  re  tifd,  they  yielded  whopurfued. 

XVI. 

Mean  lime,  far  to  the  left,  great  Patience  fought. 

Experienced  Veteran,  hardened  in  Alarms  ; 
His  Mail  feem'd  proof  'gainft  mortal  Fury  WTought^ 

Yet  Furrows  deep  indent  his  batter'd  Arms; 
Lofs  with  perfifting  diligence  he  retriev'd, 

Arm'd  by  his  prcfent  Ills  for  future  Wars  ; 
Leader  of  Men,  Wounds  had  he  oft  receiv'd. 

Nobly  deform'd  with  honourable  Scars  : 
A  branching  Palm  the  Chieftan's  Target  bore, 
WJiofe  Boughs  the  more  opprefs*d,  fuj)eriQr  rife  the 

[more. 

XVII. 

Him  Scorn  opposed,  an  Amazonian  Fair, 

Whofe  haughty  Eyes  were  ever  glanc'd  askew  ; 
Her  Neck  writh'd  backward  with  difdainful  Air, 

As  fome  diftafteful  fight  ofFends  her  view. 
That  filly  Maid  incurM  her  fteady  hate. 

That  could  to  Man,  tyrannick  Fawner,  bow^ 
At  diftance  let  the  menial  Spaniel  wait, 

Or  cringing  at  her  feet  his  duty  know. 

Studious  of  flight,  flie  fear'd  to  truft  her  feet. 

But  rode  a  Moorifti  Barb,  than  Eaftern  Winds  more 
fleet. 
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XVIIL 

Tho'  Man,  as  trodden  Dirt,  her  Soul  dcfpis'd, 

Yet  ill  her  Habit  and  her  Words  agree ; 
A  manlike  Hunter's  Drefs  her  Form  difguis'd. 
Shafts  at  her  Back,  and  Bufkins  to  her  Knee  : 
She  fought  likcantient  Parthlans^  flying  faft. 

And  frequent  ftop'd  her  fwift  Purfuers  Speed, 
Still  as  fhe  fliot,  redoubling  ftrait  her  hafte. 

Quick  born  far  diftant  by  her  light-  foot  Steed  ; 
E'er  on  her  Cafk,  her  Foe  Man's  Sword  defcends. 
Who  'gainft  impaffive  Air  his  idle  fury  bends, 

XIX. 

At  length,  oft  wounded  by  her  backward  Dart, 

Difmounted  Patience  headlong  greets  the  Plain  3 
The  boaftful  Conqu'refs  glories  in  his  Smart, 

Stops,  and  alights,  to  view  and  mock  his  Pain. 
The  feeming  breathlefs  Champion  light  arofe, 

By  Wounds  unweaken'd,  fiercer  for  his  Fall ; 
Nor  could  aftonifii'd  Scorn  his  Force  oppofe, 

Debar'd  of  wonted  Flight,  a  fudden  Thrall. 
So  dear  th'  unwary  fliort-liv'd  Brav'ry  coft; 
What  Hours  with  Toil  preferv'd,  with  Eafe  a  Moment 

[loft. 

XX. 

Bat  now  the  Neutral  Troops  to  move  began, 
Thre?.t'iiing  the  wearied  Hofts  with  fatal  War, 

Led  by  their  Chieftain  Ltift^  a  Giant  Man, 
With  boaftful  VoicCj,  loud  ftiouting  from  afar  ; 

Like 
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Like  Mountain-Torrents  fwell'd  by  Winter-Show'rs, 

Refiftlefs,  fierce  he  fweeps  along  the  Plain : 
His  lep'rous  Mouth  a  Flame  infedious  pours. 

Darting  flow  Death  and  ftrength- con  fuming  Pain ; 
His  ever-rolling  Eyes  like  Beacons  glare, 
Shag'd  as  the  Goat  his  Limbs,  and  black  his  brifllins 

[Hair, 

XXL 

Still  to  new  Conqueft  eager  he  afpir'd. 

Leaving  with  fcorn  whom  he  fubdued  in  Fight  ^ 
-Gainft  all  Repulfes  fteclM,  nor  ever  tir'd 

With  toilfome  Day,  or  ill-fucceeding  Niglit, 
Aftive  when  e'er  the  lucky  Moment  call'd. 

And  leaft  Advantage  obftinate  to  prefs  : 
His  harden'd  Front  unblufhing,  unappall'd, 

Laugh'd  at  Reproaches,  and  enjoy'd  Difgrace  \ 
Sporting  with  Oaths,  unmovM  with  Parent'sMoans, 
Withrifled  Virgin's  Shrieks,  or  Infant's  dying  Groans, 

XXIL 

His  Shield  v/as  painted  with  lafcivious  Lies, 

Whoredoms  divine,  devis'd  to  veil  his  Shame, 
Of  "Jove  the  Thund'rer,  and  of  Phoebus  wife. 

The  Bull,  the  Goat,  the  Serpent,  and  the  Flame: 
Diana  Midwife  Prude,  by  day-light  chafte, 

Afleep  lay  piftur'd  in  EndyiniorCs  Arms  ; 
There  Bacchus^  Feaftsand  Venus^  Rites  were  plac'd. 

With  Philtres  bafe,  and  Luft-compelling  Charms, 
A  Creftobfcene  o'erlhades  the  Monfter's  Head, 
A  Jove  in  Eagle's  Form,  with  ravifti'd  Ganymede. 

B  3  XXIH, 
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XXIli, 

^Gainft  Luji  the  rafh  Coquets  their  Forces  b^nf. 
But  funk  beneath  the  Fury  of  the  Storm  ; 

When  Modejiy^  from  the  main  Army  fent 

oppofe  his  Rage,  advanc'd  her  Angel  Form  ; 

Skilful  with  Darts  to  wage  an  equal  Fight, 
Her  Arm  refifts  not,  but  prevents  the  Blow  ; 

A  guiltlefs  Blufli  crimfons  her  fnowy  white  ; 
Her  Voice  refervMly  foft,  and  fweetly  low. 

Few  Women*  Chiefs  did  like  perfection  fhare. 

Scarce  Cunning  more  of  might,  or  Beauty's  felf  more 

[fair. 

XXIV. 

The  Championefs  quick  feizM  a  rifing  Ground, 
Where  Ramparts  high  by  Parent  Hands  werer 
wrought, 

Whofe  Fence  the  Giant  traverfing  around. 

Nowhere,  now  there,  in  vain  an  Entrance  fought* 

Upwards  he  prefs'd  with  unavailing  fpeed. 
Ardent  in  equal  Fight  his  Foe  t'affail  ; 

Her  ready  Lance  meets  bis  afpiring  Head, 

Strongly  rebuft''d  he  tumbling  ftrikes  the  Vale  i 

But  undifmay'd,  up-ftarting  from  the  Plain,  . 
Again  he  rifes  fierce,  difgrac'd  to  fall  again. 

XXV. 

Stunn'd  with  the  ftiock,  the  fcarcely  conquering  Fair 
Now  wifely  meditates  a  diftant  Blow  ; 

A  pond'rous  Stone  hurlM  through  the  whiftling  Air, 
Prevents  the  grappling  of  her  ftronger  Foe  ; 

Full 
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FuH  on  his  Helm  the  rocky  fragment  fell, 
And  foil'd  in  humble  Duft  his  lofty  Creft  ; 

But  Wounds  on  W ounds  his  Courfe  in  vain  repel^ 
For  ten-fold  Fury  fires  his  ftubborn  Breaft; 

His  glaring  Eyes  fbot  red  revengeful  Flame  ; 
He  rcar'd,  and  would  have  blufli'd,  if  capable  of  Shame 

XXVJ, 

His  Fraud,  th'  Artificer  of  Falfliood  tryM 

In  borrow'd  Shape     elude  her  v»'ary  Eye  ; 
His  Shield  and  well-knov/n  Cafket  throv/n  afide, 

DifguisM  like  Lcvc^  he  march'd  as  an  Ally. 
With  unfufpicious  Faith  the  Maid  believ'd, 

'Till  now  the  Rampart's  top  the  Foe  had  gain'd  ^ 
Too  late  the  lurking  Treafon  fbe  perceiv'd, 

Surpriz'd  un^'wares,  flie  fcarce  his  Force  fuftain'd ; 
Courage  her  Heart,  and  Strength  her  Arm  forfook  s 
Weak,  finking  by  degrees ;  faint,  yielding  to  the  Shock, 

XXVIL 

The  felf-fufEcient  Prudes  embattled  flood 

Near  hand,  but  none  t'  aflift  the  vanquifh'd  flies  ; 
Their  neighbour  Ranks  they  faw  with  joy  fubdu'd. 

With  fpiteful  mirth  triumphant  in  their  Eyes  \ 
With  Scoffs  and  fage  Reproaches  they  upbraid 

Thofe  that  o'erpowex'd  for  help  or  pity  call : 
And  can  they  yield  to  Luji?  in  rage  they  faid. 

Unaided,  friendlefs,  let  the  Wretches  falL 

Themfelvcs  were  nowafiailM,  the  reft  o'erthrown, 

And  Weaknefs  fcorn'd  fo  late,  too  foon  became  their 

[own. 

XXVIIL 
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xxviir. 

At  length  the  Chieftain  Prude  obftruils  his  fpecd, 

By  Men  call'd  Honour^  but  by  Angels  PnW^i 
On  lowly  Earth  her  foot  difdainM  to  tread. 

High  in  a  Martial  Car  fhe  chofe  to  ride  : 
The  Load  fix  dappled  Courfers  proudly  drew^ 

Their  Harnefs  bright  with  Tinfel  overcaft  ; 
Still  as  fhe  rode,  a  confcious  Glance  ftie  threw. 

To  mark  what  Gazers  view'd  her  as  fhe  paft. 
Studded  with  burnifh'd  Brafs  the  Chariot  fhin'd. 
And  drag'd  with  ufelefs  Pomp  fix  glittering  Slaves 

[behind' 

XXIX, 

She  clanks  her  rattling  Arms,  and  fhouts  aloud, 
Strengthen'd  by  num'rous  Troops  that  gaz'd 
around ; 

While  1.2^,  half-faint,  amidft  the  thronging  Croud, 
Himfelf  on  foot,  a  Match  unequal  found  : 

He  leaves  the  Field,  as  defp'rate  of  Succefs, 
But  with  recruited  Rage  and  Strength  returns. 

Drawn  by  eight  Steeds,  he  breaks  the  wond'ring  Prefs  ; 
With  G  old  his  Slaves  are  bright,  his  Chariot  burns. 

Pride  turned  her  Reins,  foon  as  her  Car  fhe  view'd  ; 
The  Monfler  fhouts.  She  yields;  fhe  flies  tobepurfued. 

XXX. 

Now  fable-mantled  Night  advancing  nigh. 
Colours,  diftindt  before,  confus'dly  blends  ; 

While  far  from  either  Hoft  the  Chariots  fly, 
*Till  Honour  tir'd,  to  parley  condefcends, 

And 
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And  deigns  fubmifs  her  haughty  Creft  to  lower  ; 

For  Privacy  fhe  deems  her  Shame  will  fcreen  : 
No  more  defying,  ftriking  now  no  more. 

Since  nor  her  Vaunts  are  heard,  nor  Prowefsfeen  : 
She  yields  a  willing  Captive  to  his  Might, 
Obfcur'd  in  guilty  Clouds  of  all- concealing  Night. 
XXXI. 

From  yielded  Honour^  Lujl  returning  flew, 

Where  camp'd  in  Reft  the  A'lale  Battalions  lay, 
And  rous'd  their  wearied  Hoft  with  Battle  new. 

With  Rage  ftill  fierceft  when  remote  from  Day. 
Not  all  the  Noontide  Heat  and  Toil  of  War 

Equal'd  the  Dangers  of  this  Midnight  Hour  ; 
The  Centry  fink,  unnerv'd  with  fudden  Fear, 

And  Groans  of  Wretches  fpeak  the  Victor's  PowV; 
'Till,  fpread  from  Rank  to  Rank,  th'  Alarm  was 
heard, 

Where  Rcafon^  wakeful  Chief,  his  utmoft  Tent  up- 

[rear'd. 

XXX  n. 

From  Courts  and  Cities  frequent  he  retired, 

Rev'rend  his  hoary  Head,  in  Council  fage  ; 
Scorn'd  in  Extremes,  and  in  Extremes  admir'd> 

Decry'd  in  Youth,  and  idolizM  in  Age  : 
Sis  Voice  was  fmall,  and  ftill,  and  rarely  known 

Where  direful  IVumpets  vex  the  troubled  Air; 
He  ftarts  from  Earth,  where  arm'd  his  Limbs  were 
thrown. 

His  Squadrons  Fate  or  to  revenge,  or  ftiare  :   

Your  enter'd  Camp  from  fwift  Deftruftion  keep, 
inflant  rous'd  awake,  or  flain  for  ever  fleep. 

^5  XXI 1 1. 
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xxxiir. 

He  fpake  \  they  rife  obedient  to  his  Call, 

Who  near  their  Chieftheir  ready  Tents  had  placed  ; 
Yet  baffled  foon,  the  Conqu'rors  Prey  they  fall^ 

Their  Leader  ftanding  but  to  yield  the  laft. 
Awhile  unconquerM  provM  his  aged  Arm, 

Awhile  his  Fortune  hung  in  equal  Scale  : 
He  funk,  enfeebled  as  he  grew  more  warm  ; 

But  Lujl  prefs'd  on,  accuftom'd  to  prevail, 
With  Strength  un'batcd  by  laborious  Sweat, 
Greateftwhenmoftoppos'd,  increafmgwith  his  Heat. 
XXXIV. 

Now  ruddy  Morn  purpled  the  glowing  Eaft, 

And  fhow'dthe  wafte  theMonfter's  Rage  had  made; 
WhofeForcenor  Floods,  nor  Mountains  could  refift, 

NorBrafs,  nor  Diamond  Barriers,  could  have  ftay 'd. 
At  length  both  fhatter'd  Hofts  their  Courwrils  bcnt^ 

How  fureft  to  re-venge  their  common  Foil ; 
Made  wife  by  Smart,  a  Championefs  they  fent, 

Whofe  Arm  alone  was  equal  to  the  toil ; 
Sometimes  on  Earth  by  Vtrtue^^  Title  fam'd. 
By  vvifer  Angel-Minds  divine  RiUgmi  nam'd, 
XXXV. 

Mild,  fweet,  ferene,  and  chearful  wa^  her  Mood  ^ 

Nor  grave  witbSternnefs,  nor  with  Lightnefs  free  ^ 
Againft  Example  refolutely  good. 

Fervent  in  Zeal,  and  warm  in  Charity  : 
Who  ne'er  forfook  her  Faith  for  love  of  Peace, 

Nor  fought  with  Fire  and  Sword  tofliowher  Zeal  9^ 
Duteous  to  Princes,  when  they  moft  opprefs  5 

Patient  ia  bearing  ill,  aud  doing  well : 

la 
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In  Pray'rs  and  Tears  fhe  fought  and  found  Defence, 
Nor  rais'd  rebellious  Arms  to  ftrengthen  Providence, 

xxxvr. 

Her  prudent  Care  was  fix'd  on  Heaven's  Height, 

Yet  by  her  Steps  on  Earth  that  Care  was  ftiowa :. 
Fearleft  of  Harm  in  Darknefs,  as  in  Light; 

Fearful  of  Sin  at  Midnight,  as  at  Noon  : 
A  bloody  Crofs  was  pourtray'd  on  her  Shield y 

Whofe  fight  the  Monfter  fcarcely  could  fuftain  % 
Feeble  to  gain,  yet  loth  to  quit  the  Field; 

Blafted  and'thunder-ftruck  with  chilling  Pain  \ 
When  'gainft  his  Head  her  facred  Arms  ftie  bent, 
Stri<Sl  Watch,  andFaft  fevere,  and  Prayer  omnipotent, 

XXXVII. 

Murmuring  he  fled,  yet  backward  turnM  his  Face, 

Whom  Step  by  Step  th' Angelick  Maid  purfued ; 
Yet  oft,  as  llack'ning  he  obferv'd  her  pace. 

He  ftay'd  his  Flight,,  and  Battle  fierce  renew'd. 
Mean  while  the  yet-remaining  neutral  Band^ 

Advanc'd  with  open  Look  and  friendly  Mind  ; 
Whofe  timely  March  a  gJor ioua  Pair  commands, 

Maniage^  and  Love  y  unhappy  when  disjoiiiM  ^ 
Who  over  Lujf  the  fureft  Triumph  gainM  ; 
Friends  to  Religion  firm,  by  Wilcft  God  ordaia'd. 

xxxviir. 

i«t;f,  the  moft  general  Conqu'ror  here  belov\^^ 
Whof^  fubtle  Nature  hard  is  to  be  told  ; 

Whom  all  can  feel,,  but  few  aright  cajiknow  ; 
Who  cli«ats  the  Crafty,  and  y^ho  fools  the  Old. 

lit 
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He  feem'd  of  jarring  Contraries  compos'd. 

To-day  fliarp-fighted,  and  to-morrow  blind  ; 
His  Beaver  lifted  up,  his  Face  difclos'd, 

Where fimple  Faith,  and  winning  Sweetnefs  fhin'd . 
High  on  his  Creft  fat  perchM  a  gall-lefs  Dove, 
Emblem  of  changelefs  Truth,  and  Chaftity ,  and  Love. 

XXXIX. 

Th'  immortal  Glories  of  the  Nut-brown  Maidy 

Emblazon'd  lively  on  his  Shield  appear  : 
The  various  Parts  the  ftiifting  Lover  play'd  ; 

The  Teft  for  human  Frailty  too  fevere. 
Wealth,  Eafe,  and  Fame,  and  Sex  fhe  caft  behind  ; 

Where  Friendftiip  leads,  determined  to  purfue  : 
Not  Falfhood's  felf  could  fhake  her  fteady  Mind, 

Firm  to  the  Bafe,  and  to  the  Perjur'd  true. 
All  but  her  Virtue,  (he  for  Henry  leaves ; 
X^*c;^ftandsthe  fore  Affault,tho'rival'd  Woman  grieves. 

XL. 

Sometimes  more  fleet  the  fwift- foot  Pow^r  would  go 

Than  Morning  Light,  or  quickerThought  can  fly  ; 
Sometimes  with  ftealing  Motion,  filent,  flow  ; 

Unfeen,  unmarked,  but  by  the  jealous  Eye : 
Dauntlefs,  refolv'd,  mindlefs  of  Perils  paft. 

Rewarded  in  an  Hour  for  Years  of  Pain  ; 
Trembles  his  Eye,  with  modeft  awe  down-cafl:, 

Faulters  his  Tongue,  fcarce  daring  to  complain; 
Yet,  when  grown  bold,  their  moving  Force  he  tries, 
Maiana  is  on  his  Tongue,  and  Witchcraft  in  his  Eyes. 
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XLI. 

Of  winged  Boys  a  num'rous  Troop  he  led, 

WhofeShaftsbothSexes  wound  with  certain  aim. 
The  Wounds  not  Pain,  but  doubtful  Plcafure  bred ; 

For  not  from  hoftile  Bows  the  Arrows  came. 
Forgetting  Feuds,  they  long  to  be  ally'd. 

And  fofter  Paffions  on  their  Bofoms  feize  : 
Down  from  their  Hands  their  wrathfulWeapons  Aide, 

Chang'd  is  their  Hatred  for  Defire  to  pleafe  : 
In  fudden  Peace  the  jarring  Kinds  agree. 
With  Reconcilement  dear,  and  cordial  Amity, 

XLII. 

Transform'd  by  magick  Love  the  Males  appear. 

New  caft  their  Natures  in  a  finer  Mould  ; 
Prudent  the  Fool,  well-natur'd  the  Severe, 

The  Wife  grew  humble  and  the  Coward  bold. 
Nor  lefs  his  friendlv  Darts  improve  the  Fair  j 

Was  none  or  loofely  free,  or  coyly  rude ;  - 
The  gay  Coquet  now  liv'd  not  to  enfnare. 

To  meekeft  paffive  Woman  funk  the  Prude: 
Nor  could  the  Brave  refift,  or  Fearful  run, 
For  Heav'n  made  Man  to  win,  and  Woman  to  be  v/on, 

XLIIT. 

Next  clofe  to  Love^  well  fuited  Marriage  came. 
Who  hand  in  hand  their  focial  fleps  advance  ^ 

Kindly  as  warmth  of  Life,  her  even  Flame, 
Not  Fevers  heat,  nor  fluttering  Spirits  dance  ; 

Who 
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Who  Pleafure  tailed  with  reflefting  Thought^' 
Nor  Life  upbraided  for  avoidlefs  Pains 

Entail'd  on  Mortal  State  ;  but  wifely  fought 
Too  flitting  Love  with  long-enduring  Chains, 

Of  Lit'reft  and  of  Duty  faft  to  bind  ; 
Fountain  of  chafte  Delight,  great  Parent  of  Mankind. 

XLIV.  [Hands, 
Where  Love  had  touchM  the  Hearts,  fhe  joins  the 

And  grants  an  holier,  and  a  ftronger  Tye  j 
For  Death  alone  could  difunite  her  Bands, 

Nor  fliorter  fpace  could  Friendfhip  fatisfy. 
While  thus  fliejoin'd  the  Pairs,  the  Matron  fpoke 

Attend,  ye  Sexes,  and  my  Words  approve. 
My  Doom  nor  Male  nor  Female  (hall  revoke  ; 

Since  Nature  formed  the  Kinds  for  mutual  Love  : 
Your  Battle  vain,  vain  is  your  Anger  fhown. 
For  more  diftinguifh'd  Hate  mere  Dotage  fhall  atone. 

XLV. 

Tho'  Man  fhall  awful  Rule  o*er  TVoTuan  bear, 

Not  fprung  from  greater  Worthy  but  Right  divine;. 
Yet  She  (hall  in  her  turn  Dominion  fhare. 

E'er  to  His  Will  her  Empire  flie  refign  ; 
But,  while  She  reigns,,  her  Mercy  let  hci  fhow. 

And  well  employ  the  quickly-fleeting  Time  y 
Not  unrewarded  (hall  her  Mildnefs  go. 

And  ftridlefl  Juftice  (hall  overtake  her  Crime- 
Gently  (hall  thofe  be  rul'd,  who  gently  fway'd  ; 
Abjeit  (llaU  thofe  obeyj  who  haughty  were  obey'd. 

XLVL 
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Ambition  proud,  and  fordid  Avarice^ 

Two  mighty  Troublers  of  the  W orld  were  near, 
Abhor'd  by  all  Men,  when  without  difguife  ; 

But  now  the  Garb  of  Love  they  chofe  to  wear. 
Ambition  ftooping  popularly  low. 

Still  pleaded  Publick welfare,  not  his  own; 
Diffembling  deep,  yet  unreferv'd  in  fliow, 

Impofing  all  things,  but  believing  none  : 
Whofe  fubtle  Wit  could  crofs  Events  command, 
Scorner  of  Heav'n  and  Earth,  his  God  his  own  Right 

[hand, 

XLVII. 

Skiird  in  the  various  Turns  of  giddy  Tides, 

With  dextrous  timeing  of  his  watchful  Skilly 
.With  cool  Difdain,  the  Preacher  he  derides, 

Who  marks  th'  eternal  Bounds  of  Good  and  HI: 
By  him  were  Princes  barr'd  of  equal  Love, 

And  loll  to  Quiet  if  they  Greatnefs  prize  ; 
OpprefsM  with  State  unwillingly  they  move, 

Crown'd  are  the  Vi<£lims  drag'd  to  Sacrifice. 
Abfejit,  unknown,  and  unendear'd  they  wed. 
Meanwhile  tliQ  naked  Sword  divides  the  lovelefsBed* 

XLVIII. 

Next,  clofe  to  hrm  crept  Avarice  the  Old^ 
Quick  to  receive,  but  ever  flow  to  pay  j 

Wanting      fear  of  Want,  adoring  Gold  > 
Nearer  his  Inn,  more  careful  for  his  Way  r 

His  flinty  Breaft  could  ne'er  Compaflion  (hoWp 
He  Pity  TVeaknefs^  Virtue  Foll^  calls ; 
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Friendlefs,  and  to  himfelf  the  deadlieft  Foe, 

Hardened  he  lives,  and  unrepenting  falls. 
He  blooming  Youth  to  palfy^d  Age  would  tye, 
To  raife  and  to  enrich,  would  end  his  Family. 

XLIX. 

Thefe  Traitors,  mafk'd  likeZ^i;^,  in  MarriagejoinM 

Thoufands  by  Nature  form'd  to  difagree ; 
While  thoughtlefs  Youth  the  future  Lift  not  mind. 

And  Age  dim-fighted  help'd  their  Treachery. 
Their  Pairs  were  foon  diftinguifh'd  by  th'  Event ; 

Unkind  Reproach,  too  biting  to  endure. 
Pining  Diftruft,  and  brav/ling  Difcontent, 

Curs'd  Jealoufy,  which  Heav'n  alone  can  cure. 
Foul  perjur'd  Guilt,  fad  caufer  of  Divorce, 
And  late  Repentance  vain,  of  Hell  itfelf  the  fource, 

L. 

Forgive  the  Voice  that  ufeful  Fi£lion  fings ; 

Not  impious  Tales  of  Deities  impure. 
Not  Faults  of  breathlefs  Qi^ieens  or  living  Kings, 

In  open  Treafon,  or  in  Veils  obfcure. 
What  here  I  write,  each  knowing  Eye  will  fee 

To  all  but  Brutes  and  Angels  rnuft  belong  : 
Still  will  the  Sexes  jar,  and  ftill  agree. 

And  each  Day's  Truth  fliall  moralize  my  Song. 
Still  will  each  Sex  for  Sovereignty  contend  : 
Wars  with  the  World  begun,  with  that  alone  fhall  end. 


On 
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On  the  Sixth  and  Eighth  Verjh  of  the 
Fortieth  Chapter  ^Ifaiah. 

Occafioned  by 

The  Death  of  a  Young  Lady. 

All  Flejh  IS  Grafs,  and  all  the  goodlinefs  thereof  is  as 

the  Flower  of  the  Field. 
The  Grafs  wither eth,  the  Flower  fadeth  \  but  the  Word 

of  our  God  jhall Jiand  for  ever. 

I. 

TH  E  Morning  Flow'rs  difplay  their  Sweets, 
And,  gay,  their  filken  Leaves  unfold  \ 
As  carelefs  of  the  Noon-day  Heats, 
And  fearlefs  of  the  Evening  Cold. 

II. 

Nip'd  by  the  Wind's  unkindly  Blaft, 

Parch'd  by  the  Sun's  diredler  Ray, 
The  momentary  Glories  w^afte, 

The  fliort-liv'd  Beauties  die  away. 

III. 

So  blooms  the  Human  Face  Divine, 

When  Youth  its  pride  of  Beauty  fhows  > 

Fairer  than  Spring  the  Colours  fhine. 
And  fweeter  than  the  Virgin  Rofe. 

IV. 

Or  worn  by  flowly- rolling  Years, 

Or  broke  by  Sicknefs  in  a  Day  ; 
The  fading  Glory  difappears. 

The  ftiort-liv'd  Beauties  die  away. 
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V. 

Yet  thefe,  new  rifing  from  the  Tomb, 
With  Luftre  brighter  far  (hall  fhine^ 

Revive  with  ever-during  Bloom, 
Safe  from  Difeafes  and  Decline, 

VI. 

Let  Sickneft  blaft,  and  death  devour, 
If  Heav'n  muft  recompenfe  our  Pains ; 

Perifh  the  Grafs,  and  fade  the  Flower, 
If  firm  the  Word  of  God  remains. 


'Epitaph  on  an  Infant, 

BE N E  AT H  a fleeping  Infant  h'es. 
To  Earth  whofe  Afhes  lent, 
More  glorious  {hall  hereafter  rife. 
The*  not  more  innocent. 

When  the  Arch- Angel's  Trump  (hall  blow. 

And  Souls  and  Bodies  join, 
What  Crouds  will  wifli,  their  Lives  below 

Had  been  as  filort  as  thine ! 


To 
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To  a  Friend  in  the  Country, 

Who  complained  of  his  Condition^  and  admired 
High  Sprits  in  Low  Fortunes. 

I. 

THIS  would  be  ftill  my  Wifti,  could  t 
Such  bitter  Curfe  allow. 
Let  thofe  I  hate  have  Spirits  high^ 
With  Fortunes  that  are  low. 

II. 

But  furely  when  we  vapour  moft, 

If  angry  Fortune  frown  ; 
She'll  pall,  in  fpite  of  all  our  boaft. 

Our  lofty  Spirits  down, 
III. 

£v'n  I —  but  I  can  laugh  and  fing, 

Tho'  fetter'd  and  confin'd  ; 
My  mind  I  may  to  Fortune  brin^, 

Not  Fortune  to  my  Mind, 
IV. 

How  feldom  is  our  Good  enjoy'd. 

Our  111  how  hardly  born. 
When  all  our  Fancies  are  employed 

To  kick  againft  the  Thorn ! 
V. 

A  lowly  Heart  and  little  Eye, 

Kind  Heaven,  on  me  beftow; 
Let  thofe  I  hate  have  Spirits  high, 

With  Fortunes  that  are  low, 

VI. 
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Thefc  Maxims  fage  and  dry,  you'll  fay, 

Thefe  rigid  moral  Rules, 
Take  our  fuperior  Senfe  av/ay. 

And  fink  us  into  Fools, 
VII. 

Whoe'er  can  Eafe  by  Folly  get, 

V/ith  juftlce  may  defpife 
The  thoughtful  unenjoying  Wit, 

The  miferable  Wife, 

vni. 

But  fure  our  felves  aright  to  fee, 
True  Wifdom  well  may  bear : 

'Tis  nobly  great  to  dare  to  be 
No  greater  than  v/e  are. 

IX. 

Think  not  I  envy  Courts  and  Kings, 
Or  peevilh  hate  Mankind  ;  ^ 

Think  not  this  declaration  fprings 
From  Meannefs  of  my  Mind. 

X. 

Ev'n  I  perhaps,  if  Heav'n  would  deign 

High  Place  on  me  to  fhow'r. 
As  well  as  any  Lord  might  reign. 

As  equal  to  my  Pow'r. 

XT. 

My  Mind,  with  weight  of  Bufmefs  charg'd, 
Of  courfe  would  bigger  grow  \ 

As  Rivers  lengthening  when  enlarg'd 
Enlarge  their  Channels  too. 
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'Till  then, —  a  lowly  Heart  and  Eye 
Kind  Heav'n,  on  me  beftow ; 

Let  thofe  I  hate  have  Spirits  high. 
With  Fortunes  that  are  low. 


From  MARTIAL. 
Vitam  qu^  faciunt  heatiorem^  &€• 

PLeafanteft  Companion  This, 
This  in  Life  is  Happinefs  : 
Timely  an  Eftate  to  gain, 
Left,  not  purchased  by  your  Pain  : 
Grounds  that  pay  the  Tiller's  Hire, 
Hearths  with  ever-during  Fire ; 
Safe  from  Law  t'  enjoy  your  own. 
Seldom  view  the  bufy  Town ; 
Health,  with  moderate  Vigour  joined  j 
True  well-grounded  Peace  of  Mind  ^ 
Friends,  your  Equals  in  Degree, 
Prudent,  plain  Simplicity ; 
Eafy  Converfe  Mirth  afford, 
Artlefs  Plenty  fill  the  Board  : 
Temperate  Joy  your  Ev'nings  blefs. 
Free  from  Care  as  from  Excefs : 
Short  the  Night  by  Sleep  be  made ; 
Chafte,  not  cheerlefs,  be  the  Bed  : 
Chufe  to  be  but  what  you  are  ^ 
Dying,  neither  wifh  nor  fear. 
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"The  ELECTIONEER. 

THere  once  livM  in  Repute  a  fubftantial  Free- 
holder, 

No  Briton  on  Earth  could  be  braver  or  bolder, 
A  Party-man  ftanch  and  refolv'd,  tho'  the  Story 
Does  not  Call  him  direilly  a  Whig  or  a  Tory. 
But  the  Reader,  to  this  way,  or  that,  as  inclined. 
May  his  Party,  perhaps,  by  his  Honefty  find. 
His  Head  was  ftill  full  of  the  Law  and  the  Right, 
So  he  never  would  bribe,  buthe  fometimes  would  fight: 
For  when  Mobs  grew  unruly,  he  always  ftood  bluff. 
And  could  play  well  at  Foot-ball,  a  Kick  and  a  Cuff. 
Our  Patriot  ftrait-lac'd  was  in  that  way  of  thinking: 
That  no  Bribe  ftiould  go  farther  than  Eating  and 
Drinking : 

So  he  kept  open  Houfe  for  all  Comers  to  feaft. 
And  made  never  a  Knave,  but  made  many  a  Beaft  j 
Tho'  even  in  Drinking  he  kept  a  decorum. 
Men  might  do  as  they  pleasM  with  the  Liquor  before 
He  all  under-hand  dealingand  tricking  defy  ['^m. 
And  was  always  a  Thorn  in  his  Enemy's  Side. 
He  anfwer'd  their  Truth,  and  detefted  their  Lies, 
He  their  Bullies  outbrav'd,  and  outwitted  their  Spies. 
He  made  many  a  good,  but  defpisM  a  bad  Vote, 
And  they  never  could  pick  any  Hole  in  his  Coat. 
To  avoid  all  fufpicion  of  Bribing  and  Largefs, 
He  was  nobly  determined  to  bear  his  own  Charges. 
So  fmall  his  Difcretion,  fo  large  his  AlFcftion, 
That  he  dip'd  his  whole  Freehold  Eftate  in  Election. 

He 
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He  ev'ry  day  went  more  and  more  down  the  Wind, 
And  his  Party  drop'd  off  as  his  f'ortune  dech'n'd. 
His  Enemies  crovvM,  and  triumphantly  fwore 
They  would  ftickonhisflcirts,  and  payofFhisold  fcore. 
From  his  Friends  but  a  faint  Commendation  he  got, 
A  well-meaning  Man,  but  a  little  too  hot. 
He  found  fmall  EfFe£l  of  his  Coft  and  his  Pother, 
When  by  One  Side  forfook,  andopprefs'd  by  the  Other. 
He  ran  upon  Tick,  while  he  Credit  could  meet, 
And,  the  Bread  he  had  fquander'd,  he  wanted  to  eat : 
'Till  hard  pinch'd,  and  unable  to  faft  any  longer, 
A  Purfe  he  attempted  to  fatisfy  Hunger ; 
But  was  ta'en  in  the  Faft,  being  raw  at  the  Trade, 
And  before  the  next  Juftice  that  inftant  convey'd. 

The  Member,  againft  whofe  Eleftlon  he  ftir'd. 
By  the  dint  of  Demerit  was  gotten  prefer'd  ; 
One  that  all  forts  of  Bufmefs  went  readily  thorough. 
And  was  chofe  by  good  Votes,  but  not  thofe  pf  the 
Borough. 

One,  who  fwore  to  his  Friends  he  would  never  de- 
ceive 'em. 

Yet,  in  their  Diftrefs,  thought  it  prudent  to  leave  'em; 
Convinc'd,  tho'  be  fure  no  Preferment  he  courted. 
That  a  Miniftry  ought  to  be  always  fupported : 
In  Commiflxon  of  Peace  a  rnofl:  notable  Man, 
In  the  Firft  of  King  George^  or  the  Laft  of  Q^ieen  Amie, 
When  hisFoe  brought  before  him,the  Magiftrate  fpy 'd. 
Quoth  his  Worfhip,  Was  this  the  beft  Man  of  his  Side  ? 
He  that  Virtue  and  Juftice  had  ftill  in  his  eye. 
Whom  no  Army  could  fright,  and  no  Treafury  buy? 

Thcfe 
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Thefe  Upbraidings  theWretch  inMisfortune  provoke. 
Who  reply 'd, — You  your  Friendfhips  and  Promifes 
broke. 

Were  forfworn,  by  Ambition  and  Avarice  led  ; 
And  I,  w^hen  half-ltarv'd,  would  have  robb'd  for  my 
Bread : 

We  are  both  Rogues ;  but  if  you'll  allow  me  my  due. 
You  muft  own,  Pm  the  honefter  Rogue  of  the  two. 


T7j^  D  E  C  A  N  T  E  R. 
From  the  Greek. 

OThou,  that  high  thy  Head  doft  bear. 
With  round,  fmooth  Neck,  and  fmgle  Ear  ; 
With  well-turn'd,  narrow  Mouth,  from  whence 
Flow  Streams  of  nobleft  Eloquence  ; 
'Tis  thou  that  fir'ft  the  Bard  Divine, 
Sacred  to  Phosbus  and  the  Nine , 
That  Mirth  and  foft  Delight  can'ft  move. 
Sacred  to  Venus  and  to  Love. 
Yet,  fpite  of  all  thy  Virtues  rare, 
Thou'rt  not  a  Boon- Companion  fair  ; 
Thou'rt  full  of  Wine,  when  thirfty  I, 
And  when  I'm  drunk,  then  Thou  art  dry. 


T  O 
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T  O 

Sir  HERBERT  POWELL,  Bar^ 
Upon  his  going  to  Travel. 

IN  friendly  part  a  well-meant  Gift  receivcj 
The  beft,  tho'  fmall,  that  I  have  pow'r  to  give 
Boldly  without  reluftance  lend  an  ear. 
Nor  flatt'ring  Verfe,  nor  Dedication  fear. 
Which  only  tells  us  what  we  guefs'd  before. 
How  rich  the  Patron,  and  the  Bard  how  poor. 
If  wifely  covetous  of  precious  Time, 
You  dread  the  long  Impertinence  of  Rhime, 
Thefe  Lines  with  patience  may  be  over-paft,, 
My  firft,  and  what  is  more,  perhaps  my  laft. 
From  all  fuch  Danger  fhortly  you'll  be  free. 
If  not  on  this  fide,  yet  beyond  tla:e  Sea. 

Religion  firft  be  made  your  utmoft  care. 
Nor  drop  your  native  Faith  in  foreign  Air 
Nor,  like  the  flutt'ring  Triflers  of  the  Town, 
Go  forth  with  little,  and  come  back  with  none. 
Mother  of  Errors  Rome  we  well  may  call. 
Parent  of  too  much  Faith,  —  and  none  at  all : 
Where  lying  Miracles,  and  Monkifti  DreaiTis, 
Fright  thoughtlefs  Fools  to  contrary  Extremes : 
Who  their  twelve  Articles  of  Faith  give  o'er, 
Becaufe  the  Trental  Creed  has  twenty-four  : 
And  count  the  Flames  of  Hell  a  fabled  Story, 
Becaufe  they  fee  the  Frauds  of  Purgatory, 

C  '  la 
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In  vain  you  boaft  from  Popery  You  are  frce^ 

If  ting'd  with  Unbelief  in  Italy : 

As  juftly  defolate  Marfeilles  may  brag, 

That  file  has  no  Difeafe,  except  the  Plague. 

Foe  to  their  Church,  O  copy  not  their  Vice, 
Nor  envy  their  Italian  Liberties ; 
Nor  aim  fo  much  in  Breeding  to  excel. 
To  think  it  worth  the  Price  of  certain  Hell. 
The  Devil's  Lab'rers  muft  receive  their  Hire  \ 
There's  no  Infurance  from  Eternal  Fire. 
In  Vice  we  Tramontanes  muft  quit  the  Field, 

And  Wy  rn  fure  to  Elephantis  yield. 

With  far-fetch'd  Luft  our  modifli  Clofets  ftiine, 
Eut  Britain  ne'er  produc'd  an  Aretine  ; 
Nor  vile  Intrigues  avow'd,  as  lawful  Flame, 
Nor  e'er  by  Statutes  authoris'd  her  Shame  : 
Tho'  large  Returns  the  Publick  might  take  in. 
From  licens'd  Pradice  of  imported  Sin  ; 
Might  Britijh  Rakes  Dutch  Mufick-houfes  ufe. 
And  build  them  Roman  or  Venetian  Stews. 

Next,  travel  not  for  Nought  thro'  diftant  Lands 
Be  wife,  and  juft,  and  diligent  as  Sandsy 
Whofe  penetrating  Eye  diftindtly  fees 
Religions,  Governments,  and  Polities. 
Some  only  learn  the  DilPrence  all  the  while 
Betwixt  an  Englifn  and  a  German  Mile  : 
What  Nations  Reckonings  at  their  Inns  are  leaft. 
If  Coaches  or  Poft-Chaifes  travel  beft  : 
That  Adrians  Ifles  are  pleafmg  to  behold  ; 
That  Spain  is  hot,  and  Swijferland  is  cold. 
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Your  Party  Politicians  will  afpire 
A  little,  and  indeed  but  little,  higher. 
Fir'd  with  their  Country's  Love,  they  range  abroad. 
To  find,  by  Toils,  that  Liberty  is  good.  . 
Dauntlefs  for  this  the  Free-born  Briton  goes 
O'er  Danijh  Ice,  and  Pyrenean  Snows. 
So  round  the  Globe  on  foot  great  Coryat  ftrays. 
To  fearch  how  long  the  Roads,  and  deep  the  Ways ; 
To  know  where  Meat  was  good,  and  Liquor  fine. 
How  ftrong  the  Sign- port,  and  how  gay  the  Sign, 

Nor  doat  on  antique  Pieces,  nor  defpife  : 
Oft  view,  but  feldom  purchafe  Rarities. 
Truft  not  their  Medals  lately  dug  frorri  Dull, 
With  modern  Soil,  and  imitated  Ruft. 
Your  Virtuoso  travels  with  Defign 
To  heap  up  Treafures  of  uncurrent  Coin : 
Doats  on  the  Letters  round  a  Gracian  Head, 
Halfraz'd;  which,  were  they  plain,  he  could  not  read: 
Pays  W eight  for  Weight,  new  Gold  for  antientStone^ 
And  for  an  Otho^s  Head  would  give  his  own. 

Curious  Abroad,  forget  not  all  the  while 
The  matchlefs  Beauties  of  your  native  Ifle ; 
In  Britijh  Straits  what  mighty  Navies  ride, 
What  Wealth  flows  in  with  each  returning  Tide. 
Our  callow  Youth  for  Paintings  vifit  Rome^ 
And  know  not  the  Cartons  they  left  at  Home. 
Strange  Sights  o'er  Alps  and  Appennines  they  feek^ 
But  ftare  v/ith  Silence  if  you  name  the  Peak, 
The  fam'd  Venetian  Arfenal  they  explore. 
But  flight  the  Arm'ry  in  the  London  Tower. 

e2  With 
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With  floods  of  Speech  the  Vatican  they  praife. 
But  never  heard  of  Bodley  in  their  days. 
Afham'd  of  Home,  of  P^oreign  CHmes  they  boaft, 
And  Thames  and  Huniber  are  in  Tyher  loft. 

When  back  returned,  let  not  your  whole  Difcourfe 
Aflert  the  Priviledge  of  Travellers  : 
Nor  ftrange  Relations  of  Adventures  give. 
Which  fev^^  delight  to  hear,  and  none  believe. 
Throw  not  Your  Country's  Manners  quite  afide. 
Nor  taint  our  honeft  Air  with  foreign  Pride. 
An  Englijhman^  (the  Proverb  tells  you  true) 
Who  turns  Italian^  turns  a  Devil  too : 
And  none,  unlefs  diftradted,  would  forego 
The  Britijh  Subftance  for  the  Gallick  Show. 
Own  that  a  Man  of  Worth  may  juftly  fhine. 
Who  never  Paris  view'd,  or  pafs'd  the  Rhine  : 
Such  was  Your  *  Grandfire,  Glory  of  Your  Name, 
{O  might  Your  Virtue  merit  equal  Fame !) 
Friend  to  Religion  fix'd,  and  true  to  Laws, 
When  fuff 'ring  Prelates  prop'd  the  Church's  Caufc* 
Like  him  accompliftiM,  Britain  few  can  boaft. 
And  yet  the  narrow  Seas  he  never  crofs'd, 

Obferve  thefe  Rules,  'till  others  better  fkilPd 
More  ufeful  Leflbns  to  your  Youth  fhall  yield. 
When  far  from  Home,  or  from  a  wifer  Frien  J; 
Thefe  Rules,  tho'  mean,  may  fome  affiftance  lend. 
If  aught  of  Common  Senfe  I  underftand. 
Who  ne'er  faw  Dover  Cliffs,  or  Calais  Sand. 

*  Sir  John  Ton»elU  one  of  the  Judges  of  the  King's- 
Jench,  who  acquitted  the  Seven  Bifhops, 
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SONG  to  a  Girl  of  Five  Years  old. 
Tune  of.  What  Beauties  does  Flora  difdofe  ! 
I. 

YE  Loves  and  ye  Graces  fo  fweet, 
That  fport  on  the  Tiveed  aiid  the  Tay^ 
Fly  Southward  my  Philly  to  meet. 

She'll  play  with  you  all  the  long  day. 
Our  Turf  is  as  verdant  and  foft, 

Our  Profpedt  as  beautiful  fprings. 
The  Finches  they  trill  it  aloft. 

And  melting  the  Nightingale  fings, 
11. 

When  Heaven  looks  fmiling  above. 

And  Flora  her  Treafure  forth  pours, 
Does  Philly  abroad  never  rove  ? 

Say,  Does  fhe  not  pick  a  few  Flowers  ? 
Does  fhe  find  out  the  King-cup  fo  gay  ? 

Do  Cowflips  their  Odours  difclofe  ? 
Or  the  Violet,  fweeter  than  they. 

That  only  can  yield  to  the  Rofe  ? 
III. 

All  Nature  does  joyous  appear, 

And  Frolicks  at  Phillf^  Command  ; 

See  Flies  how  they  buz  at  her  Ear, 
And  Lady^birds  dance  on  her  Hand ! 

C3  Sec 
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See  Butterflies  floating  along. 

With  Colours  to  pleafure  the  Fair; 
The  Bees  they  fly  humming  a  Song, 
And  Chirp  goes  the  Grafshopper  there ! 
IV. 

Ye  two-IegM  *  unfeatherM  Folk,  fing. 

Lay  hold  on  the  faft-flying  Time  ; 
Your  fmooth-flowing  Madrigals  bring. 

Nor  lofe  the  foft  Hour  of  her  Prime. 
Melodious  Oh  chant  while  you  may, 

Your  mufical  Pafllons  unfold  : 
For  She^ll  be  too  wife  for  your  Lay 

Before  flie  is  Seven  Years  old. 


Epigram^  from  the  Greek. 

IF  Youth  and  Beauty  fade,  my  Dear, 
Impart  ^em  wifely  while  you  may  : 
If  ftill  they  laft,  why  fhould  you  fear 

To  give  what  none  can  give  away  ? 

*  In  Allufion  to  the  old  Definition  of  Man,  not  in  bur- 
lefque  of  a  pretty  Phrafe,  Feather  d  Folk,  which  I  admired 
the  firft  time  I  remember  I  met  with  it,  in  that  beautiful 

Triplet  on  the  Evening  • 

^he  Bat  nx)ith  Leathern  Wings  fits  through  the  Grove,  1 
7he  Winch  fcarce  rujlle,  nor  the  A  [pins  mo^e,  V 
And  all  the  feather  d  Folk  forbear  their  Lays  of  LG<ve.  3 


THE 
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THE 

PARISH  PRIEST. 

Blejfed  are  the  Dead  which  die  in  the  Lord^  for  they 
reji  from  their  Labours^  and  their  JVorks  do  follow 
them.  Rev.  xiv.  13, 

ACCEPT,  DearSiRE,  this  humble  Tribute  paid^ 
This  fmall  Memorial  to  a  Parent's  Shade, 
Tho'  fair  the  Hope  Thou  reign'ft  enthroned  on  high, 
Where  Sin  can  never  ftain,  nor  Sorrow  figh  5 
Yet  ftill  a  Son  may  duteous  Mourning  wear. 
And  Nature  unreprov'd  may  drop  a  Tear. 
No  glofmg  Falfhood  on  thy  Name  is  thrown, 
Which  oft  pollutes  the  Monumental  Stone. 
Plain  Truth  fhall  fpeak,  which  thou  thyfelf  might'ft 
As  far  frnm  Fi::^tt^r7       »t  \t  f''o»^  Fp;ir-  [hear, 

A  Parish  Priest,  not  of  the  Pilgrim  Kind, 
But  fix'd  and  faithful  to  the  Poft  affign'd, 
Through  various  Scenes  with  equal  Virtue  trod. 
True  to  his  Oath,  his  Order,  and  his  God. 
Wife  without  Art  he  fhone  in  doubtful  days 
Of  Fear,  of  Shame,  of  Danger,  and  of  Praife. 
When  Zealous  James  unhappy  fought  the  way 
T'  eftablifh  Rome  by  Arbitrary  Sway, 
Whofe  Crime  from  Fondnefs  for  Religion  fprings, 
(A  Crime  ne'er  pardon'd  in  the  Lives  of  Kings  !) 
'Tv/as  then  the  Chriftian  Prieft  was  nobly  try'd, 
When  hirehng  Slaves  embrac'd  the  flronger  Side, 
And  faintly  Se£ls  and  Sycophants  comply 'd. 

C4-  In 
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In  vain  were  Bribes  ftiower'd  by  the  guilty  Crown, 
He  fought  no  Favour,  as  he  fear'd  no  Frown. 
Nor  loudeft  Storms  his  fteady  Purpofe  broke. 
Firm  as  the  beaten  Anvil  to  the  Stroke* 
Secure  in  Faith,  exempt  from  worldly  Views, 
He  dar'd  the  Declaration  to  refufe  : 
Then  from  the  facred  Pulpit  boldly  fliow'd 
The  dauntlefs  Hebrews  true  to  Ifrael's  God, 
Who  fpake  regardlefs  of  their  King^s  Commands, 
*  The  God  we  ferve  can  fave  us  from  thy  Hands  3 
If  not,  O  Monarch,  know  we  chufe  to  die. 
Thy  Gods  alike  and  Threatnings  we  defy ; 
No  Pow'r  on  Earth  our  Faith  has  e'er  controlled, 
"  We  fcorn  to  Worfhip  Idols,  tho'  of  Gold/' 
Refiftlefs  Truth  damp'd  all  the  Audience  round. 
The  bafe  Informer  ficken'd  at  the  Sound  ; 
Attentive  Courtiers  confcious  flood  amaz'd. 
And  Soldiers  filent  trembled  as  they  gaz'd. 
No  fmalleft  Murmur  of  diftafte  arofe, 
Abafli'd  and  vanquifh'd  feem'd  the  Church's  Foes. 
So  when  like  Zeal  their  Bofoms  did  infpire, 
The  Jewijh  Martyrs  walk'd  unhurt  in  Fire. 

Nor  yet  could  RofniJ}:  Faith  fo  dreadful  feem. 
To  fright  his  Judgement  to  a  worfe  Extreme  ; 
l^o  throw  up  Creeds  for  fear  of  Papal  PowV, 
And  blame  St.  Peter  for  his  Succeflbr. 
For  when  the  Church  her  Danger  had  fubdu'd. 
And  felt  on  Earth  the  ufual  Gratitude, 
When  favour'd  Se£ls  o'erfpread  Britannia^s  Plains, 
Like  Frogs  thick- fwarming  after  Summer  Rains  \ 

Againft 

•*  He  preached  on  Dan.  iii.  17,  18. 
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Againft  far  different  Foes  alike  prepar'd. 

No  wild  Difputer  found  him  ofF  his  guard. 

Nor  thofe  who  following  late  Socinus^  Plan, 

Degraded  GoD  Incarnate  to  a  Man; 

Nor  thofe,  who  wrefting  Texts  with  greater  flight. 

With  Heav'n,  as  taught  by  elder  JrluSy  fight : 

Reafoners,  who  no  Abfurdity  can  fee 

In  a  new-made  dependent  Deity. 

Amongfl:  his  Corn  no  Tares  neglected  fpring  ; 

That  free-born  Subjefts  ought  to  rule  their  King, 

That  Senfe  and  Revelation  difagree, 

That  Zeal  is  ftill  at  war  with  Charity; 

That  dufl:-born  Reptiles  may  their  God  difown. 

And  place  their  foolifh  Reafon  in  his  Throne. 

No  Colours  falfe  deceived  his  wary  Eye, 

Nor  lukewarm  Peace,  nor  Atheifl:  Liberty. 

Scripture  and  leathers  guide  his  Footfteps  right; 

For  Truth  is  one,  but  Error  infinite. 

With  Love  to  Souls,  and  deepeft  Learning  fraught. 

His  Mafter's  Gofpel  undifguis'd  he  taught. 

He  fhow'd  the  Pow'r  of  King's,  the  Alitre's  Sway, 

Wliich  Earth  can  neither  give  nor  take  away. 

That  Duty  from  Divine  Command  is  known, 

Fix'd  on  th'  Almighty's  Will,  and  notour  own. 

That  Unbeliever's  muft  receive  their  Hire, 

The  fure  Allotment  of  eternal  Fire. 

And  God  the  faithful  Sower  pleas'd  to  blefs. 

And  crown'd  his  Harvelt  with  a  vaft  Succefs, 

While  forty  Years  his  heav'nly  Doctrine  charms. 

No  fingle  Son  forfakes  the  Church's  Arms  : 

05  *  No 


58  Poems  on  fever aJ  Occafions. 

*  No  Romifli  Wolf  around  his  Fences  prowl'd. 

Nor  Fox  DilTenter  earth'd  within  his  Fold. 

Not  but  when  Parties  fierce  in  Feuds  engage. 
When  Moderation  fpurs  her  Sons  to  Rage, 
When  all  Eledl  or  Reprobate  have  been. 
In  thefe  no  Virtue  dwells,  in  thofe  no  Sin  ; 
Then  their  low  Scandals  on  his  Head  they  ftiowV, 
As  Friend  to  Papal  and  Defpotick  Pow'r, 
E'en  thofe  who  once  were  Tools  to  Popifti  Aims^ 
The  treach'rous  Darlings  of  deluded  James^ 
Who  now  the  pureft  Reformation  boaft, 
Tho'  then  their  tender  Confciences  were  loft. 
E'en  thofe  far  ofF  with  Lies  his  Fame  afiail. 
And  their  bad  Patrons  help  the  wicked  Talc. 
'Tis  thus  the  Serpent  to  his  Cavern  glides. 
And  fafe  his  wily  Head  from  Winter  hides  ; 
But  when  returning  Seafons  Warmth  infpire. 
And  wake  his  fleeping  Poifon  into  Fire, 
With  Youth  renew'd,  behold  the  Reptile  rife. 
He  waves  and  glitters  in  the  Dog-day  skies. 
Shoots  crofs  the  Road,  when  founding  Steps  draw  near. 
And  fprings  t'  aflault  the  way-beat  Traveller ; 
Who  durft  his  Courfe  in  Rains  and  Whirlwinds  hold, 
And  pafs*d  unflielter'd  through  December's  Cold. 

Griev'd  for  the  Church's  Shame,  with  pitying  eye, 
He  faw  the  v^orthlefs  Abjefts  lifted  high; 
Empty  alike  of  Learning  and  of  Brain,  ^ 
As  if  the  Pope  had  re-afium'd  his  Reign,  > 
And  brought  our  antient  Admnpfmus  again.  J 

*  nxas  not  a  Dlffsntsr  or  Pa^ijl  in  his  Parijh, 

With 
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With  fruitlefs  Toil  let  midnight  Scholars  pore, 
And  dig  the  Mine,  while  others  gain  the  Ore  5 
Proud  of  Demerit,  claiming  as  their  own 
The  Stall  Prebendal,  or  Prelatick  Throne: 
While  Johnfon  from  his  Cranhrook  ne'er  fliall  part, 
And  Fiddes  pining  fighs  with  broken  heart ; 
While  Grahe  in  vain  t'  unthankful  Britain  flies, 
And  Wall  negle£led  in  a  corner  lies. 
And  poor,  and  unrewarded,  Bingham  dies  ; 
While  Names  obfcure  undue  Advancement  meet. 

And  T  could  conquer  Stilling  fleet. 

Nor  yet  on  thofe  prefer'd  he  caft  the  blame. 
Far  more  the  Patrons  than  the  Clerks  inflame. 
Patrons  afraid  of  Senfe,  but  not  of  Vice, 
Elate  with  Pride,  or  funk  with  Avarice. 
Patrons  by  Villains  fought,  by  Slaves  ador'd  ; 
Scorn'd  by  the  Gen'rous,  by  the  Good  abhor'd. 
Or  private  Rafcals,  who  from  Confcience  free. 
Search  ev'ry  latent  Nook  of  Sim.ony  ; 
Who  but  on  bafe  Conditions  ne'er  prefent. 
And  future  Tithes  by  prefent  Bonds  prevent: 
Or  Knaves  more  publick,  ftudious  to  promote 
Ele£lions,  bart'ring  Benefice  for  Vote. 
Is  he  felf-wiii'd,  or  knows  he  to  obey  \ 
Enough  !  no  farther  tittle  need  you  fay  : 
An  ufeful  Man  may  as  he  pleafes  liv  e, 
But  Worth's  a  Crime  we  never  can  forgive. 
So  when  the  Roman  Peter  wants  an  Heir, 
If  Rogues  of  both  Religions  we  compare. 
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Tho!  v/orthy  Candidates  the  Popedom  feek. 
Expert  in  Latin^  and  well-read  in  Greek  \ 
The  Conclave  fly  with  Machiavilian  Views, 
One  to  be  govern'd,  not  to  govern  chufe. 
Like  Quakers,  human  Learning  they  forfwear. 
And  Ignorance  beft  fills  th'  xxntxnn^  Chair. 
The  Statefmen  laugh,  Let  Bellarmine  go  fume, 
No  fam'd  Perron  the  Purple  fhall  aflume,  > 
No,  nor  Baronius'  felf,  the  Jtlas  of  their  Rome.  J 
When  Age,  not  haften'd  on  by  Guilt  or  Cares, 
Grac'd  him  with  Silver  Crown  of  hoary  Hairs, 
His  Looks  jhe  Tenour  of  his  Soul  exprefs^ 
An  eafy  unafFefted  Chearfulnefs; 
Stedfaft,  not  ftiff ,  and  awful,  not  auflere; 
Tho'  courteous,  rev'rend  ;  and  tho'  fmooth,  fmcere: 
In  Converfe  free;  for  ev'ry  Subje£):  fit, 
The  cooleft  Reafon  join'd  to  keeneft  Wit ; 
Wit,  that  with  Aim  refiftlefs  knows  to  fly, 
Difarms  unthought-of,  and  prevents  Reply : 
So  Lightning  falls  the  Mountain  Oaks  among. 
As  fure,  as  quick,  as  (hining,  and  as  flrong. 
Skilful  of  fportive  Stories  forth  to  pour, 
A  gay?      humorous,  an  exhauftlefs  Store, 
With  fharpeft  Point  and  jufteft  Force  apply'd. 
The  Purport  never  dark  and  never  wide. 
Not  Adverfaries  felves  Applaufe  forbore. 
And  thofe  who  blam'd  him  moft,  admir'd  him  more. 
Scarcely  the  Phrigian  fam'd  for  moral  Tales, 
Who  ufeful  Truth  in  pleafing  FiftioU'  veib, 

Who 
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Who  Wifdom  deep  in  Plants  and  Brutes  can  find. 
And  makes  all  Creatures  Tutors  to  Mankind  ; 
In  apter  Fable  folid  Senfe  convey 'd. 
With  founder  Subftance,  or  with  finer  Shade. 

He  mourn'd  with  thofe  who  Pain  or  Want  endure, 
A  Guardian  Angel  to  the  Sick  and  Poor; 
Where  the  two  beft  of  Charities  he  join'd. 
To  cure  the  Body,  and  to  heal  the  Mind, 
*  Acrofs  his  Path  no  Wretch  expiring  lies. 
Nor  querulous  Blind  bewail  their  Lofs  of  Eyes  : 
No  mangled  Cripple  there  expos'd  his  Maim, 
The  Shock  of  Nature,  and  the  Nation's  Shame : 
The  Stranger's  view  no  ftartling  Obje£l:  meets. 
And  no  complaining  griev'd  his  happy  Streets. 
Oft  as  the  Year  brought  back  the  glorious  Day 
When  Infant  Jesus  in  a  Manger  lay. 
Or  when  from  Death  the  God  triumphant  came,, 
Or  when  the  Holy -Ghost  defcends  in  Flame, 
Around  his  Board  the  welcome  Needy  fate. 
And  croud  his  Parlour,  not  befiege  his  Gate ; 
T'  obey  their  Word  his  Children  waited  near. 
And  learnt  their  Saviour's  Image  to  revere. 
This  Charity  perform'd,  the  wealthier  Gueft 
Was  call'd  to  fliare  his  hofpitable  Feaft ; 
The  Poor  invited  firft,  his  Table  grace. 
And  Riches  only  held  the  fecond  Place. 

While  filken  Courtiers  and  embroider'd  Lords, 
To  whom  the  Earth  her  Mines  in  vain  affords. 
Too  oft  their  Need  unable  to  fupply, 
In  fpite  of  Wealth  are  pinch'd  with  Poverty  | 
f  There  ivere  no  Beggars  in  his  To%m. 

His 
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His  fcanty  Rent  fufficM  for  ev'ry  Call, 
Large  was  his  Plenty,  tho'  his  Income  fmall ; 
Alike  in  Prudence  and  in  Bounty  fkilPd, 
He  never  drained  his  Purfe,  nor  ever  fill'd. 
None  e'er  did  twice  his  ready  Alms  defire. 
Nor  lack'd  the  Lab'rer  his  expefted  Hire : 
Enrich'd  by  doing  good  a  Thoufand-fold, 
He  rarely  gain'd,  and  never  wanted  Gold. 
Well-ftor'd  to  give,  and  furnifli'd  ftill  to  lend. 
To  raife  the  Friendlefs,  and  fupport  the  Friend, 
With  ceafelefs  Streams  his  well-plac'd  Treafure  flows. 
When  fpent  increafes,  and  by  lefs'ning  grows. 
So  when  Elijah  dwelt  on  Earth,  (as  far 
As  Miracle  with  Conduft  we  compare,) 
Sarepia^s  Widow,  hoping  no  Supply, 
Thought  on  her  little  Store  to  eat  and  die: 
Soon  as  (he  welcomed  her  Prophetick  Gueft, 
The  Crufe  flow'd  lib'ral,  and  the  Corn  increas'd; 
Th'  Almighty  Pow'r  unfailing  Plenty  fent. 
The  Oil  unwafted,  and  the  Meal  unfpent. 

Such  was  the  Man  by  Friends  and  Foes  confeft. 
Worthy  the  glorious  Name  of  Parish  Priest. 
Had  not  kindHeav'n  fome  Champions  pleasM  tofhow. 
In  Merit  high,  tho'  in  Preferment  low ; 
Whofe  Prayers  and  Tears  might  flop  th'  Almighty's 
Protefting  Angels  to  a  guilty  Land,  [hand. 
From  earth's  vain  Hopes  and  bafe  Ambition  free, 
Whofe  flighted  but  efFeftual  Piety 
Stood  like  a  Mound  unfliaken,  to  reprefs 
Th'  o'erbearing  Floods  of  profp'rous  Wickednefs ; 
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The  Chriftian  Faith  had  left  Britannia's  Coaft, 
Her  Lamp  extinguifh'd,  and  her  Gofpel  loft; 
Our  Eyes  e're  this  had  feen  Religion  fall, 
And  black  Apoftacy  had  delug'd  all ; 
Nor  more  Remains  of  Truth  had  flourifh'd  here. 
Than  where  poor  JJia's  Ruins  fcarce  appear, 
And  Unitarian  Turks  their  impious  Crefcent  rear. 
O  could  the  Priest  by  God  and  Angels  priz'd, 
By  Fiends  infulted,  and  by  Fools  defpis'd. 
His  Fight  well-fought,  when  fummon'd  hence  to  go^^ 
Not  then  regardlefs  of  his  Charge  below, 
Tho'  fudden  fnatchM  from  our  defiring  Eyes, 
Bequeath  his  Mantle,  as  he  mounts  the  Skies  ? 

O  may  his  Friends  at  the  laft  dreadful  Day, 
When  all  the  frail  Creation  fades  away. 
When  God  incarnate  fills  the  Judgement  Throne, 
Crown'd  with  his  Father ^s  Radiance  and  his  own^ 
Arife  with  Gladnefs,  BHfs  ordain'd  to  fliare. 
And  I  tranfported  meet  a  Father  there  ! 
See  him  lead  up  his  Flock  with  happy  Boaft, 

Thefe  Sheep  thou  gav^^ft  me,  and  not  one  is  loft,^' 
Exjulting  hear  the  final  Euge  giv'n, 
*^  Enter  thou  faithful  Servant  to  my  Heaven, 
Glory,  which  here  tho*  Faith  may  well  believe. 
No  Speech  can  utter,  and  no  Thought  conceive ; 
When  weary  Time  his  utmoft  Race  has  run, 
Glory  through  endlefs  Ages  but  begun. 
Beyond  the  glimm'ring  Spark  of  our  meridian  Sun. 
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Ho  a  Friendy  upon  y6/V  Marriage. 

'TpHO'  fly  at  firft  your  Marriage-Knot  You  ty'd, 
A  fecret  Bridegroom  and  unthought- of  Bride  j 
Left  Mil  itary  Tunes  might  fhock  your  ear. 
Of  Drumjfs  hoarfe- founding,  or  of  Trumpets  clear, 
Mufick  will  come  at  length,  tho'  not  fo  foon. 
You  ftill  fliall  be  faluted  with  a  Tune  : 
Some  Sport  at  leaft  I'll  to  your  Wedding  bring. 
And  tho'  I  might  not  dance,  yet  fhall  I  fing. 

Bleft  may  your  Marriage  prove  f  I  joy'd  at  none 
With  Gladnefs  more  intenfe,  except  my  own. 
Of  Envy  void,  your  happy  State  I  fee ; 
And  may  you  ne'er  have  Caufe  to  envy  me. 
No  jarring  Difcord  of  domeftick  Strife 
Difturb  the  well-fet  Harmony  of  Life; 
By  Deeds,  not  V/ ords,  your  higher  Pow^r  defend. 
And  feldom  come  fo  far  as  to  contend : 
For  Hufbands  'gainft  their  Wives  to  take  the  Field 
Is  the  moft  bafe  of  all  things — but  to  yield. 
If  num'rous  Offfpring  ftiould  your  Wiflies  blefs, 
O  may  they  never  break  your  Houftiold  Peace ! 
Never  of  Nature's  Rights  their  Parents  tell. 
And  free-born  plead  their  Priviledge  to  rebel. 

Some  think  that  Vows  were  made  for  Man  alone. 
And  mrnd  hrs  Promife,  but  negleil  their  own. 
Love,  Honour,  Worftiip,  perfectly  they  fay. 

But  treacherous  is  their  Memory  to  Obey, 

May  that  curft  Vice  your  Union  ne'er  divide. 
By  Fools  call'd  Spirit,  but  by  Wife-men  Pride : 

Whence 
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Whence  perjiir'd  Wives  rebellious  flight  their  Head, 
And  Bofom  Vipers  gnaw  the  Marriage  Bed  ; 
The  deadheft  Plague  that  can  inflifted  be. 
Except  Adultery,  and  Jealoufy, 

Pleas'd  with  your  Lot,  contented  and  refign'd 
Let  mean  Ambition  never  taint  your  mind  \ 
Nor  feek  Preferment's  broad  but  dirty  Road, 
True  to  yourfelf,  your  Country,  and  your  God, 
Would  You  to  rife  profefs  yourfelf  agreed 
In  each  vile  Tittle  of  the  Craftfman^s  Creed  ; 
To  murder  Kings,  if  Subjefts  they  difpleafe  ? 
No  matter  for  your  Oaths  and  *  Homilies, 
The  facred  Right  of  Bilhops  to  difown. 
No  matter  for  your  Gofpel  or  your  Gown, 
No  Freedom  to  difTent  the  Tyrants  gave. 
Who  with  Pretence  of  Liberty  enflave : 
And  Moderation's  Finger  heavier  weighs 
Than  Perfecution's  Loins  in  Tory  Days. 

Prize  much  each  other's  Company,  ^tis  fair 
They  join  in  Plealure,  who  muft  join  in  Care : 
While  of  Your  Prefence  fond  (lie  decks  the  Board, 
And  pleas'd  and  fmihng  caters  for  her  Lord  ; 
Treats  him  with  Wine  and  Wild-fowl,  if  he  pleafe. 
She'll  find  it  cheaper  far  than  Bread  and  Cheefe. 
If  Friends  abroad  fliould  once  the  Man  engrofs. 
She'll  find  the  Gain  on't  will  not  pay  the  Lofs, 
For  moft  from  Home  will  naturally  fly. 
When  forc'd  at  Home  to  faft  and  mortify, 

*  Long  fince  the  writing  this,  the  Craftsman  has  faid, 
Paflive  Obedience  lies  Ikulking  in  the  Homilies :  an  Expref- 
fion  of  great  propriety,  fince  Politicians  are  not  ufed  to  read 
fuch  Books. 

Who 
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Who  fpares  for  Meat  and  Drink  in  keeping  Houfe, 
May  fave  her  Subftance,  but  may  lofe  her  Spoufe. 
Then  may  fhe  rave  and  pine  and  fret  in  vain. 
No  Art  OTtEarth  can  bring  him  back  again. 

Whoe'er  a  Confcience  void  of  Guilt  can  fnare. 
Has  caufe  to  laugh  and  cafe  away  old  Care  3 
May  flight  the  Evil  of  the  future  day. 

And  'till  Misfortune  cornes,  -why  let  it  Hay. 

A  Time  for  all  things  is  ordain'd  on  high, 

A  Time  to  love  and  live,  to  part  and  die. 

In  mutual  Love  th'  allotted  Seafon  fpend, 

Pleas'd  with  the  Way,  nor  mindlcfs  of  the  End, 

Let  gayeft  Mirth  and  ftricteft  Reafon  meet, 

When  Old  be  cheerful,  as  when  Young  difcreet  j 

Li  ferious  Hours  nor  Levity  betray. 

Nor  frown  precifely,  nor  be  grave  at  play. 

In  fhort,  two  little  common  Words  comprife. 

Your  Duty  and  your  Blifs, — Be  merry  and  be  vjife. 


Epigram^  from  the  Greek. 

A Blooming  Youth  lies  buried  here^ 
Euphcmius^  to  his  Country  dear : 
Nature  adorn'd  his  Mind  and  Face 
With  ev'ry  Mufe,  and  cv'ry  Grace  ; 
About  the  Marriage-State  to  prove. 
But  Death  had  quicker  Wings  than  Love, 


Th0 
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"The  PIG:   A  TALE. 

SOME  Hufbands  on  a  Winter's  Day, 
Were  met  to  laugh  their  Spleen  away. 
As  Wine  flows  in,  and  Spirits  rife. 
They  praife  their  Conforts  to  the  Skies. 
Obedient  Wives  were  feldom  knov/n. 
Yet  all  could  anfwer  for  their  ov/n. 
Acknowledg'd  each  as  Sovereign  Lord, 
Abroad,  at  home,  in  deed,  in  word  : 
In  fliort,  as  abfolute  their  Reign,  as 
Grand-Seignior's  over  his  Sultanas. 
For  pride,  or  fhame  to  be  out-done. 
All  join'd  in  the  difcourfe  but  One  ; 
Who  vex'd  fo  many  Lies  to  hear. 
Thus  ftops  their  arrogant  Career  : 
'Tis  mighty  ftrange.  Sirs,  what  you  fayf 
What  !  all  fo  abfolutely  fway  ! 
In  England^  where  Italians  wife 
Have  plac'd  the  Women's  Paradife  ? 
In  London^  where  the  Sexes  Flower 
Have  of  that  Eden  fix'd  the  Bow'r  ? 
Fie,  Men  of  Senfe  to  be  fo  vain  ! 
You're  not  in  Turkey  or  in  Spain ; 
True  Britons  all,  I'll  lay  my  life 
None  here  is  Mafter  of  his  Wife. 

Thefe  Words  the  general  Fury  roufe. 
And  all  the  common  Caufe  efpoufe  ; 
'Till  one  with  Voice  fuperior  faid 
(Whofe  Lungs  were  founder  than  his  Head,) 
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ril  fend  my  Footman  inftant  Home, 
To  bid  his  Miftrefs  hither  come  : 
And  if  fhe  flies  not  at  my  Call, 
To  own  my  Pow'r  before  you  all, 
I'll  grant  I'm  hen-peck'd,  if  you  pleafe. 
As  S  or  as  Socrates . 

Hold  there,  replies  th'Objeftor  fly. 
Prove  firfl:,  that  Matrons  never  lie  ; 
Elfe  Words  are  Wind  :  To  tell  you  true, 
I  neither  credit  them  nor  you  : 
No,  v/e'll  be  judg'd  a  furer  way, 
By  what  they  do,  not  what  they  fay. 
I'll  hold  You  feverally  that  boaft, 
A  Supper  at  the  Lofer^s  Coft, 
That  if  you'll  but  vouchfafe  to  try 
A  Trick  I'll  tell  you  by  and  by ; 
Send  flraitfor  ev'ry  Wife  quite  round, 
One  Mother's  Daughter  is  not  found, 
But  what  before  her  Hufband's  Face 
Point-blank  his  Order  difobeys. 

To  this  they  one  and  all  confent. 
The  Wager  laid,  the  Summons  went. 
Mean  while  he  this  Infliruftion  gives. 
Pray  only  gravely  tell  your  Wives, 
Your  Will  and  Pleafure  is,  t'  invite 
Thefe  Friends  to  a  Boil'd  Pig  to  Night 
The  commoner  the  Trick  has  been. 
The  better  Chance  have  you  to  win : 
The  Treat  is  mine,  if  they  refufe  i 
But  if  they  boil  it,  then  I  lofe* 
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The  firft  to  whom  the  MefTage  came 
Was  a  well-born  and  haughty  Dame  ; 
A  faucy  independent  She, 
With  Jointure  and  with  Pin- Money, 
Secur'd  by  Marriage  Deeds  from  Wants, 
Without  a  fep'rate  Maintenance. 
Her  Loftinefs  difdain'd  to  hear 
Half-through  her  Hufband's  MefTenger  ; 
But  cut  him  ftiort  with  —  How  dare  he 
'Mong  Pot- Companions  fend  for  me? 
He  knows  his  way,  if  fober,  home ; 
And  if  he  wants  me,  bid  him  come. 
This  Anfwer  haftily  return'd, 
Pleas'd  all  but  him,  whom  it  concerned. 
For  each  Man  thought,  his  Wife  on  Trial 
Would  brighter  fhine  by  this  Denial. 

The  fecond  was  a  Lady  gay. 
Who  lov'd  to  vifit,  drefs  and  play ; 
To  fparkle  in  the  Box,  or  Ring, 
And  dance  on  Birth-nights  for  the  King  : 
Whofe  Head  was  bufy  wont  to  be 
With  fomething  elfe  than  Cookery. 
She  hearing  of  her  Hufband's  Name, 
Tho'  much  a  Gentlewoman,  came. 
When  half-inform'd  of  his  Requeft, 
A  Difli  as  he  defir'd  it  dreft. 
Quoth  Madam,  with  a  ferious  Face, 
Without  enquiring  what  it  was. 
You  can*t  fure  for  an  Anfwer  look. 
Sir,  do  you  take  me  for  your  Cook? 
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But  I  muft  hafte  a  Friend  to  fee. 
Who  ftays  my  coming  for  her  Tea. 
So  faid,  that  minute  out  fhe  flew  : 
What  could  the  flighted  Hufband  do  ? 
His  Wager  lofl:  mufl:  needs  appear. 
For  none  obey  that  will  not  hear. 

The  next  for  Houfewifry  renown'd, 
A  Woman  notable  was  ownM, 
Who  hated  Idlenefs  and  Airs. 
And  minded  Family- Affairs. 
Expert  at  ev'ry  thing  was  flie. 
At  Needle- work,  or  Surgery  : 
Fam'd  for  her  Liquors  far  and  near. 
From  richeft  Cordial  to  Small-Beer. 
To  ferve  a  Feafl:  ftie  underftood,  ' 
In  Englijh  or  in  Foreign  Mode  : 
Whate'er  the  wanton  Tafle  could  chufe 
In  Sauces,  Kickfhaws,  and  Ragous ; 
She  fpar'd  for  neither  Cofl:  nor  Pain, 
Her  welcome  Guefls  to  entertain. 
Her  Hufband  fair  accofls  her  thus ; 
To-night  thefe  Friends  will  fup  with  us. 
She  anfwer'd  with  a  Smile,  My  Dear, 
Your  Friends  are  always  welcome  there. 
But  we  defire  a  Pig,  and  pray 
You'd  boil  it.  —  Boil  it,  do  you  fay  ? 
I  hope  you'll  give  me  leave  to  know 
My  Bufmefs  better,  Sir,  than  fo. 
Why  !  ne'er  in  any  Book  was  yet 
Found  fuch  a  whimfical  Receipt. 
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My  Drefling  none  need  be  afeard  of. 
But  fuch  a  Difii  was  never  heard  of. 
I'll  roaft  it  nice,  — but  fhall  not  boil  it. 
Let  thofe  that  know  no  better  fpoil  it. 
Her  Hulband  cryM,  For  all  my  Boaft, 
I  own  the  Wager  fairly  loft  ; 
And  other  Wives  befides  my  Love, 
Or  I'm  miftaken  much,  may  prove 
More  chargeable  than  this  to  me. 
To  fhow  their  Pride  in  Houfev/ifry. 

Now  the  poor  Wretch  who  next  him  fatc^ 
Felt  his  own  Heart  go  pit-a-pat. 
For  well  he  knew  his  Spoufe's  W ay  j 
Her  Spirit  brook'd  not  to  obey  y 
And  never  yet  was  in  the  wrong  : 
He  told  her  with  a  trembling  Tongue, 
Where,  and  on  what  his  Friends  would  feaff^. 
And  how  the  Dainty  fliould  be  dreft. 
To  Night?  quoth,  in  a  Paflion,  flie  3 
No,  Sirs,  to  Night  it  cannot  be. 
And  was  it  a  boil'd  Pig  you  faid  ? 
You  and  your  Friends  fure  are  not  mad  ] 
The  Kitchen  is  the  proper  Sphere, 
Where  none  but  Females  fhould  appear : 
And  Cooks  their  Orders,  by  your  Leave, 
Always  from  Miftrefles  receive. 
Boil  it !  was  ever  fuch  an  Afs  ! 
Pray,  what  would  you  defire  for  Sauce  ? 
If  any  Servant,  in  my  Pay, 
Dare  drefs  a  Pig  that  filly  way, 
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In  fpight  of  any  Whim  of  your's, 
I'll  turn  them  quickly  out  of  doors  : 
For  no  fuch  thing,  nay,  never  frown, 
Where  I  am  Miftrefs,  ftiall  be  done. 
Each  Woman  wife  her  Hufband  rules^ 
Paffive  Obedience  is  for  Fools. 

This  Cafe  was  quickly  judg'd.'r-Behold, 
A  Fair  One  of  a  fofter  Mould  ; 
Good  Humour  fparkled  in  her  Eye, 
And  unafFefted  Pleafantry. 
So  mild  and  fweet  fhe  entered  in. 
Her  Spoufe  thought  certainly  to  win. 
Pity  fuch  golden  Hopes  fhould  fail  ! 
Soon  as  fhe  heard  th'  appointed  Tale, 
'  My  Dear,  I  know  not,  I  proteft. 
Whether  in  earneft  or  in  jeft. 
So  ftrange  a  Supper  you  demand  ; 
Howe'er  I'll  not  difputing  ftand. 
But  do't  as  freely  as  you  bid  it. 
Prove  but  that  ever  Woman  did  it. 
This  Caufe,  by  general  Confent, 
Was  loft  for  want  of  Precedent. 
Thus  each  deny'd  a  feveral  Way ; 
But  all  agreed  to  difobey. 

One  only  Dame  did  yet  remain, 
Who  downright  honeft  was  and  plain : 
If  now  and  then  her  Voice  fhe  tries, 
'Tis  not  for  Rule,  but  Exercife. 
Unused  her  Lord's  Commands  to  flight. 
Yet  fometimes  pleading  for  the  right, 
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She  made  her  little  Wifdom  go 
Farther  than  wifer  Women  do. 
rJMir  Hufband  tells  her,  looking  grave, 
A  roafted  Pig  I  boil'd  would  have. 
And  to  prevent  all  Pro  and  Con^ 
I  muft  infift  to  have  it  done. 
Says  flie,  My  Deareft,  fhall  your  Wife 
Get  a  Nick-Name  to  laft  for  Life  ? 
If  you  refolve  to  fpoil  it,  do ; 
But  I  defire  you'll  eat  it  too  : 
For  though  'tis  boil'd  to  hinder  Squabble, 
I  ftiall  not,  will  not,  fit  at  Table, 

She  fpoke,  and  her  good  Man  alone 
Found  he  had  neither  loft  nor  won. 
So  fairly  parted  Stakes.  The  reft 
Fell  on  the  Wag  that  caus'd  the  Jeft, 
Would  your  Wife  boil  it  ?  Let  us  fee. 
Hold  there  —  you  did  not  lay  with  me^ 
You  find,  in  fpite  of  all  you  boafted. 
Your  Pigs  are  fated  to  be  roafted. 
The  Wager's  loft,  no  more  contend. 
But  take  this  Counfel  from  a  Friend  : 
Boaft  not  your  Empire,  if  you  prize  it. 
For  happieft  he  that  never  tries  it. 
Wives  unprovok'd  think  not  of  Sway, 
Without  commanding  they  obey. 
But  if  your  Dear  Ones  take  the  Field, 
Refolve  at  once  to  win  or  yield  : 
Yox  Heaven  no  Medium  ever  gave 
Betwixt  a  Sovereign  and  a  Slave. 
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Letter  from  a  Guardian  to  a  Toung  Lady: 

SAY,  fhall  I  try  your  growing  Senfe  t'  improve 
With  friendly  Counfel  of  a  Guardian's  Love  j 
On  moral  Verfe  awhile  your  Thoughts  engage. 
Soft  as  your  Sex,  and  cheerful  as  your  Age  \ 
Say,  fliall  I  try  to  fuit  with  flowing  Rhime 
ThjL^joyous  Seafon  of  your  Virgin  Prime  ? 
Intreat  you  early  to  be  wife  and  good, 
To  Reft  and  Peace,  the  fure  and  only  Road  ? 
So  may  your  Pleafure  with  your  Life-time  ftay,  -j 
Time  unrepented  wing  its  happy  way,  5 
As  ev'ry  Year  Fifteen,  and  ev'ry  Month  v^^x^May.  J 

Look  on  Embroid'ry,  not  a  Sprig  that's  there 
Was  made  by  Chance,  or  finlfti'd  without  Care. 
By  Art  the  Flowers  beneath  the  Needle  grow. 
The  Stems  rife  verdant,  and  the  Rofe-buds  blow. 
Art  governs  Life;  who  Happinefs  attains 
Muft  fpare  no  Thinking,  and  refufe  no  Pains ; 
Nor  fear  from  hence  that  Trouble  fhould  arife. 
For  Thought  is  never  Trouble  to  the  Wife. 
And  few  were  ever  blefs'd  by  Chance  alone ; 
It  fiails  in  Thoufands  where  it  hits  in  One. 

Of  all  the  Charms  the  Female  Sex  defire. 
That  Lovers  doat  on,  and  that  Friends  admire, 
Thofe  moft  deferve  your  Wifh  that  longeft  laft. 
Not  like  the  Bloom  of  Beauty,  quickly  paft  ; 
Virtue  the  chief :  this  Men  and  Angels  prize. 
Above  the  fineft  Shape,  and  brighteft  Eyes, 
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By  this  alone  untainted  Joys  we  find. 
As  large,  and  as  immortal  as  the  Mind. 
What'er  your  Age  would  reap,  your  Youth  fhould 
For  the  great  Seed-time  of  your  Life  is  now ;  [fow. 
When  Fancy's  mimick  Pow'r  is  warm  and  ftrong. 
Engraving  deeply,  and  retaining  long. 
What  Age  can  fcarcely  learn  and  hardly  hold. 
The  Signet  thus  caft  in  the  beft- wrought  Mould,  V 
Imprints  no  Likenefs  when  the  Wax  is  cold.  ^ 

'Tis  no  Difgrace  a  Book  to  underftand. 
And  Spelling  well  becomes  the  faireft  Hand. 
Boldly  with  Knowledge  ftock  your  Soul  within. 
It  adds  no  Freckle  to  the  whiteft  Skin, 
In  Song  or  Dance  mars  not  a  fingle  Grace, 
And  fpoils  no  Feature  in  the  lovelieft  Face. 
Could  You  like  warbling  Arabella  fing. 
With  flying  Fingers  wake  the  vocal  String, 
In  fprightly  Dance  th'  exa6left  Judges  pleafe. 
At  once  with  Fire,  and  Decency,  and  Eafe ; 
Age  fl-iiFens  Joints,  and  makes  our  Motion  weak. 
And  turns  the  fweeteft  Quaver  to  a  Squeak. 
Virtue  and  Knowledge  will  for  ever  ftay, 
And  cheer  the  Life-blood  when  the  Hairs  are  grev. 

One  general  Caution  through  your  Youth  befnown. 
To  truft  nor  Man  nor  Woman  when  unknov/n ; 
Let  fure  Experience  to  Efleem  commend 
Both  the  Male  Suitor  and  the  Female  IViend  \ 
Or  ftrift  Enquiry  prove  their  Conduft  true 
To  God  and  Man,  elfe  think  them  f-Jfe  to  You. 
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Too  oft  unworthy  Wretches  Favour  fliare. 
For  Bofom  Friends,  an  AucElion  they  declare. 
And  to  the  higheft  Bidder  fell  the  Fair. 
Too  oft  the  trufted  Confident  prevails. 
The  Handmaid  conqu'ring,  where  the  Lover  fails. 
'Tis  hard  for  heedlefs  Youth  the  Snare  to  ftiun. 
By  their  own  Gold  the  Fortunes  are  undone. 
Unwary  Maids  of  their  own  Sex  are  fond. 
And  Diamond  is  cut  with  Diamond. 

To  pafs  their  Time  need  Mortals  e'er  be  told  ? 
Loft  by  the  Young,  and  wifli'd-for  by  the  Old. 
Devotion's  Pra£life  claims  the  earlieft  part, 
And  Books,  that  clear  the  Head,  and  warm  the  Heart. 
Befides,  brifk  Youth  Amufements  may  invent, 
At  once  genteel,  ingenious,  innocent. 
Behold,  to  pleafe  the  Eye  if  Ihe  incline. 
Colours  to  limn^  and  Pencils  to  defign  : 
Grave  Hiftories  Employment  may  fupply. 
Or  the  gay  Scenes  of  (lighter  Poetry. 
Nor  need  the  Fair  th*  induftrious  Needle  fhun. 
Or  hate  the  Nun's-work,  tho'  fhe  hate^  the  Nun. 
When  Great  Augujius  xuV A  the  World  and  Rome^  -j 
The  Cloth  he  wore  was  fpun  and  wove  at  Home,  C 
His  Emp'refs  ply'd  the  DiftafF and  the  Loom;  3 
And  Englijh  Laws  the  proudeft  Beauty  name 
When  fmgle  Splnjler^  and  when  married  Dame. 
Nay,  Houftiold  Cares  to  wifeft  Women  yield 
A  large,  an  ufeful,  and  a  grateful  Field  j 
To  make  the  cleanly  Kitchen  fend  up  Food, 
Not  coftly  vain,  but  plentifully  good  : 

To 
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To  bid  the  Cellar's  Fountain  never  fail, 
Fiird  with  the  well-brew'd  Stores  of  native  Ale ; 
To  cheat  the  Palate  with  domeftick  Wines, 
Tho'  Norman  William  grub'd  up  all  our  Vines; 
To  buy,  to  pay,  to  blame,  or  to  approve. 
Within,  without,  below-ftairs  and  above; 
To  fliine  in  ev'ry  Corner,  like  the  Sun, 
Who  ne'er  pollutes  his  Beams  with  looking  on. 
Or  grant  fuch  Care  no  Pleafure  could  produce, 
'Tis  prudent  not  to  flight  it  for  its  Ufe. 
The  greateft  Wealth  needs  Care:  A  famous  Peer 
With  Forty- thou fand  Pounds  per  Annum  clear. 
Has  run  beyond  his  Income  ev'ry  Year. 
The  Nobles  daily  find  it  to  their  coft, 
I'ho'  antient  Hofpitality  is  loft. 
For  no  Eftate  with  Negligence  can  hold. 
And  thofe  who  count  not,  never  keep  their  Gold. 

One  glorious  Scene  of  Aftion  yet  behind. 
The  Fair  that  Hkes  it  is  fecure  to  find  : 
Cordials  and  Medicines  gratis  to  difpenfe, 
A  beauteous  Inftrument  of  Providence  : 
Plaifters,  and  Salves,  and  Sores  to  underftand. 
The  Surgeon's  Art,  befits  a  Lady's  Hand. 
To  friendlefs  Pain  unhop'd-for  Eafe  to  give. 
And  bid  the  Hungry  eat,  and  Sickly  live. 
And  thus,  if  we  may  credit  Fame's  Report, 
The  beft  and  faireft  in  the  GallicM  Court, 
An  Hour  fometimes  in  Hcfpitals  employ. 
To  give  the  dying  Wretch  a  Glimpfe  of  Joy ; 
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attend  the  Crowds  that  hopelefs  Pangs  endure. 
And  footh  the  Anguifli  which  they  cannot  cure; 
To  clothe  the  Bare  and  give  the  Empty  Food, 
As  bright  as  Guardian  Angels  and  as  good. 
Better  import  this  Cuftom  out  of  France^ 
Than  the  laft  Top-knot,  or  the  neweft  Dance. 

I  grant  thefe  Rules  fuit  not  the  Fafliion  now. 
Not  thus  our  modern  Girls  to  Women  grow: 
Their  Hours  far  dIfF'rent  Studies  entertain. 
They  learn  to  deal  the  Cards,  and  throw  the  Main  ; 
Whofe  Mothers  at  a  fingle  Stake  will  play 
Their  Fame,  their  Fortunes,  and  their  Souls  away. 
Perhaps  a  little  farther  Mifs  proceeds. 
Writes  without  Rule,  and  without  Spelling  reads : 
Enters  and  leaves  a  Room  with  perfedl  Skill, 
The  Fan  can  flutter,  and  the  Tea  can  fill. 
But  oh  !  if  dear  Mamma  fhe  can  perfuade 
To  change  Quadrille  at  Night  for  Mafquerade  \ 
Where  flie  her  pretty  Fancy  may  exprefs 
In  fome  unnat'ral  and  improper  Drefs, 
She  grows  a  Woman  ftrait,  the  Work  is  done. 
For  Hot-beds  ripen  fafter  than  the  Sun. 
There  dangVous  Converfe  to  the  virtuous  Fair, 
The  Scum  and  Refufe  of  Mankind  are  there : 
Yet  good  or  bad,  this  Priviledge  they  claim, 
To  fpeak  their  Thoughts  without  Reftraint  of  Shame : 
The  very  vileft  both  of  Rich  and  Poor, 
From  the  lewd  Peerefs  to  the  hackney  Whore  : 
The  lordly  Rakehell  taints  the  chafteft  Ear, 
And     fly-blows  all  his  Wit  and  Poifon  there. 

Note- 
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Notorious  Profligates,  whom  none  admit 
Of  common  Prudence  at  their  Board  to  fit ; 
Scoundrels,  who,  if  bare-fac'd  they  durft  appear, 
Would  Kicks,  and  Blanketting,  and  Cudgels  fear. 
As  if  the  Maid  could  be  difcreetly  bred. 
Who  minds  the  Board,  but  never  guards  the  Bed. 

But  left  too  much  Your  Patience  I  offend. 
Like  an  Old  Man  I'll  with  a  Story  end. 
*  A  celebrated  Lady  once  there  was, 
In  Charles  the  Martyr's  and  the  Second's  days. 
Who  Foreign  Courts  and  Princes  had  furvey'd,  -j 
When  a(k'd  what  an  accomplifli'd  Woman  made,  f 
With  memorable  Anfwer,  —  thus  She  faid  :  ^ 
She  who  her  prefent  Bufinefs  learns  to  do. 
High  without  Pride,  and  without  Meannefs  low  y 
She  only  with  compleat  Defert  is  crown'd, 
Who  never  at  a  lofs  for  Action  found,  /• 
To  fcour  a  Kettle  knows,  or  fet  a  Diamond.  ^ 


Epitaph  on  a  Gamejler  and  Free-thinker ^ 
Ja£la  eft  Alea. 

HERE  lies  a  Sceptick,  long  in  doubt 
If  Death  could  kill  the  Soul  or  not  s 
Death  ends  his  Doubtfulnefs  at  laft, 
Convinc'd,  —  but  Oh  !  the  Die  is  caft. 

*  Lady  Fanfhaw :  5/>  Richard  ^as  Emlajfador  in  Spain. 
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SONG. 
I. 

HAT  Man  in  his  Wits,  had  not  rather  be 
Than  for  Lucre  his  Freedom  to  give  ?  [p^or  j 
Ever  bufy  the  Means  of  his  Life  to  fecure, 
And  fo  ever  negledling  to  live. 

II. 

Environed  from  Morning  to  Night  in  a  Crowd, 

Not  a  Moment  unbent  or  alone ; 
Conftrain'd  to  be  abjedl,  tho'  never  fo  proud, 

And  at  ev'ry  one's  Call,  but  his  ov^n, 

III. 

Still  repining,  and  longing  for  Quiet  each  Hour, 

Yet  ftudioufly  flying  it  ftill ; 
With  the  Means  of  enjoying  his  Wifh  in  his  Pow^'r, 

But  accurft  v^^ith  his  wanting  the  Will. 
IV. 

For  a  Year  muft  be  paft,  or  a  Day  muft  be  come, 

Before  he  has  Leifure  to  reft ; 
He  muft  add  to  his  Store  this  or  that  pretty  Sum, 

And  then  will  have  Time  to  be  bleft. 

V. 

But  bis  Gains,  morebewitching  the  more  they  increafe. 

Only  fwell  the  Defire  of  his  Eye. 
Such  a  Wretch  let  mine  Enemy  live,  if  he  pleafe; 

Let  not  even  mine  Enemy  die. 
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On  Mr.  H  0  B  B  E  S. 

Occafioned  hy  a  Copy  of  Verfes  written  hy  the 
EarlofyivhORAYE. 

^rir^IS  juftly  thought !  to  praife  is  ever  hard, 

JL    When  real  Virtue  fires  the  glowing  Bard: 
But  harder  far,  whene'er  the  Poet's  Mind 
Lab'ring  creates  the  Worth  he  cannot  find. 
'Twill  tafk  a  Cowley^ s  Genius,  to  commend 
Falfe  Brutus  cringing  while  he  ftabs  his  Friend ; 
To  make  the  Trifler  Hobbes  unworthy  ftiine. 
Will  afk  the  utmoft  of  a  Wit  like  Thine ! 

The  Reader's  Malice  makes  the  Satyr  pleafe : 
Yet  Praifes  void  of  Truth  are  Flatteries, 
Which  fteal  from  genuine  Worth  the  Honours  due ; 
Romantic  Heroes  thus  obfcure  the  true. 

The  Wife  and  Good  Morality  will  guide ^ 

And  Superjiition  all  the  World  befide. 
As  Wife  and  Great  no  longer  then  muft  ftiine. 
Good  Socrates^  or  Plato  the  Divine  ; 
On  Antient  Greece  is  pafs'd  a  gen'ral  Doom, 
And  Tully  pleading  for  the  Gods  of  Ro?ne. 
All  Statues  to  their  Fame  are  overthrown. 
And  Hobbes  or  Epicurus  ffands  alone  ! 

Shall  Chriftian  Virtues  too  the  Slander  fliare, 
And  wait,  as  Captives,  his  Triumphal  Car  ? 
As  by  fuperior  Excellence  compeird, 
Shall  Anna  bow  3  Shall  Charles  the  Martyr  yeild  I 

D  5  /^'^Vj, 
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Hyde^  wife  in  Calms,  and  faithful  in  the  Storm, 

Gre?.t  to  record,  but  greater  to  perform  ? 

Wide-conqu'ring  Raleigh^  and  far-fearching  Boyle^ 

And  Neivton^  Glory  of  our  Age  and  Ifle  ? 

Are  thefe  the  vulgar  fuperftitious  Croud, 

That  own  the  Maxims  of  th'  Incarnate  God  ? 

Rather  than  Heav'n,  let  Earth  be  difefteem'd. 

And  Hobbes  exploded,  than  our  God  blafphem'd. 

Hobbes  !  in  whofe  evVy  Page  difplay'd  we  fee 

His  Privilege  of  Man^  Abfurdity  ! 

'Tis  hard  to  point  where  moft  his  Merits  fliine. 

In  human  Learning,  or  in  Laws  divine. 

All  Matter  thinks  as  fuch^  he  gravely  fays. 

The  fmalleft  Grain  of  Sand,  and  Spire  of  Grafs ; 

Only  t'  exprefs  their  Thoughts  they  wanted  Pow'r, 

""Till  he  arofe,  their  fwcet-tongu'd  Orator. 

Rome^s  wildeft  Legends  are  excelPd  at  once, 

With  thinking  Blocks  and  philofophick  Stones. 

Say,  whence  his  far-fam'd  Politicks  began. 
Whence  his  admir'd  and  lov'd  Leviathan  : 
Wearied  with  Exile,  bafely  he  comply'd. 
And,  Cov/ard,  flarted  from  the  fufF'ring  Side; 
With  abject  Lies  ufurping  Force  ador'd. 
And  meafur'd  Juftlce  by  the  longeft  Sv/ord. 
Blefs'd  Morahft !  who  taught  ev'n  Good  and  III 
To  veer  cbfequious  to  the  Tyrant's  Will : 
Prone  to  renounce  his  Senfe  at  Cromwell's  Nod, 
And  Traytor  to  his  Prince,  as  to  his  God. 

Pear,  all  ye  Wiis,  his  Gofpel !  Tales  receiv^^^ 
hi  Private  feigrCd^  and  publickly  bdiev'dy 

Tf^efe 
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Thefe  are  Religion,  He  like  elleems 

The  Prophets  Vifions  and  the  Rabbles  Dreams  j 

Nor  matters  who  the  rifmg  Seft  begun. 

Or  Mary^s  OfFfpring,  or  Abdalla's  Son. 

No  fmalleft  DifF'rence  can  his  Wifdom  find  ; 

For  Colours  all  are  equal  to  the  Blind. 

Yet  Tales,  when  once  eftablifhed  by  the  State, 
He  holds  for  Sacred,  and  as  fix'd  as  Fate  : 
Nor  fhall  th' Almighty  Lord  his  Pleafure  (how. 
Without  Dependance  on  the  Gods  below. 
The  Civil  Creed  no  Subjeft  muft  deny. 
Or  difbelieve  it,  though  'tis  own'd  a  Lie. 
Hither  from  farthefl  Eaft,  ye  Brarnlns  come ; 
Hither,  ye  Weftern  Locufts  —  Monks  of  Rome  : 
Behold  this  frontlefs,  all-impofing  Man, 
And  match  him  with  your  Prieft-craft,  if  ye  can. 

Prodigious  Sage  !  who  taught  Mankind  to  know 
The  dang'rous  Cheats  of  Robin  Goodfellow  ! 
Of  Faries  tripping  light  a  Moon-fhine  Round, 
Where  rifmg  Verdure  marks  the  circled  Ground  f 
Charm'd  down  by  him,  each  airy  Spirit  flies. 
And  groffer  Witches  vanijQi  from  our  Eyes  : 
Crones,  untransform'd,  their  own  bad  Figures  keep,. 
And  BroomftafFs  peaceful  in  their  Corners  fleep  \ 
Yet  vulgar  Tales  this  mighty  Champion  fcar^^ 
This  Foe  to  Shades,  this-Conqu'ror  of  the  Ai^ y 
Ghofts  immaterial  he  as  Dreams  decries. 
Yet  dreads  their  Pow'r,  whofc  Being  he  denie-.. 
The  Noon- day  Boafter,  ftrait  a  Coward  grown, 
Shudders  and  trembles  in  the  Dark  alone : 

B  6  Speclres 
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Spedlres  and  Phantoms  glare  before  his  Sight, 
Which,  when  the  Candle  enters,  ceafe  to  fright. 
'Twas  thus  he  liv'd  our  Nation's  boafted  Pride ! 
And,  (Oh  !  that  Truth  could  hide  it  !)  thus  he  dy'd. 
Dreams,  Whimfies,  Fancies,Nothings,  thenhefear'd ; 
And  leap'd  into  the  Dark^  and  difappear'd. 

Not  thus  his  matchlefs  Wifdom  Bacon  fhow'd. 
He  found  in  all  Things,  and  he  own'd,  a  Goim 
As  farther  learn'd,  ftill  readier  to  adore ; 
And  ftill  the  more  he  knew,  believ'd  the  more  : 
Glories  to  Virtue  due  fecure  to  find. 
Unbounded  and  immortal  as  his  Mind. 
Could  Hobbes^  alas !  an  equal  Profpedl  fee 
In  the  fad  Gloom  of  dark  Futurity ! 
Who  dreamt  that  Man  once  Duft  fliall  never  rife. 
That  when  the  Carcafe  falls,  the  Spirit  dies  ^ 
If  quite  extinft,  infenfible  of  Fame, 
Yet  barr'd  the  poor  Reverfion  of  a  Name. 
While  yet  alive,  by  Vanity  betrayM, 
He  faw  his  fleeting  groundlefs  Honours  fade : 
Nor  facred  Verfe  their  Luftre  can  prolong  ; 
No,  not  a  Cowley's  nor  a  Mulgrave's  Song, 
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On  the  DEATH  of 

Mr.  Morgan  of  Chriji-Church^  Oxford. 

IF  aught  beneath  them  happy  Souls  attend. 
Let  Morgan  hear  the  Triumph  of  a  Friend, 
And  hear  well-pleas'd.  —  Let  Libertines  fo  gay 
With  carelefs  Indolence  defpife  the  Lay : 
Let  Critick  Wits  and  Fools,  for  Laughter  born. 
Their  Verdift  pafs  with  fupercilious  Scorn  : 
Let  jovial  Crowds,  in  Wine  their  Senfes  drown'd. 
Stammer  out  Cenfure  in  their  frantick  Round  : 
Let  yawning  Sluggards  faint  Diflike  difplay. 
Who  while  they  truft  To-morrow  lofe  To-day, 
Let  fuch  as  thefe  the  pious  Strains  condemn. 
For  'tis  true  Glory  to  be  hifs'd  by  Them. 

Wife  in  his  Prime,  he  waited  not  'till  Noon, 
Convinc'd  that  Mortals    never  liv'd  too  foon." 
As  if  foreboding  then  his  little  Stay, 
%   He  made  his  Morning  bear  the  Heat  of  Day. 
Fix'd,  while  unfading  Glory  he  purfues. 
No  111  to  hazard,  and  no  Good  to  lofe ; 
No  fair  Occafion  glides  unheeded  by. 
Snatching  the  golden  Moments  as  they  fly. 
He  by  few  fleeting  Hours  enfures  Eternity. 
Friendlhip's  warm  Beams  his  artlefs  Breafl  infpire, 
And  tend'refl:  Rev'rence  to  a  much-lov'd  Sire. 
He  dar'd  from  Heav'n  this  flatt'ring  World  forego. 
Ardent  to  teach,  as  diligent  to  know. 

Unwarp'd 
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Unwarp'd  by  fenfual  Ends,  or  vulgar  Aims, 
By  idle  Riches,  or  by  idler  Names, 
Fearful  of  Sin  in  ev'ry  clofe  Difguife, 
UnmovM  by  threat'ning,  or  by  glofing  Lies. 
Seldom  indeed  the  Wicked  came  fo  far, 
Forc'd  by  his  Piety  to  defenfive  War  : 
Whofe  Zeal  for  other  Men's  Salvation  ftiown. 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Hell  fecur'd  his  own. 
Glad'ning  the  Poor  where  e'er  his  fteps  he  turn'd. 
Where  pin'd  the  Orphan,  or  the  Widow  mourn'd  : 
Where  Pris'ners  figh'd  beneath  Guilt's  horrid  ftain. 
The  worft  Confinement,  and  the  heavieft  Chain ; 
Where  Death's  fad  Shade  the  uninftrucled  Sight 
Veil'd  with  thick  Darknefs  in  the  Land  of  Light. 
Our  Saviour  thus  fulfill'd  his  great  Defign, 
(For  Human  may  be  liken'd  to  Divine,) 
Heal'd  each  Difeafe  that  Bodies  frail  endure, 
And  preach'd  th'  unhop'd-for  Gofpel  to  the  Poor. 

Nor  yet  the  Prieftly  Function  he  invades, 
'Tis  not  his  Sermon,  but  his  Life,  perfuades. 
Humble  and  teachable  to  Church  he  flies, 
Prepar'd  to  pradtife,  not  to  criticize. 
Then  only  angry,  when  a  Wretch  conveys 
The  Deifts  Poifon  in  the  Gofpel  Phrafe, 
To  Means  of  Grace  the  laft  Refpeft  he  fhow'd. 
Nor  fought  new  Paths,  as  wifer  than  his  God. 
Their  facred  Strength  preferv'd  him  from  Extremes 
Of  empty  Outfide,  or  Enthufiaft  Dreams  : 
Whims  of  Molinos^  loft  in  Rapture's  Mift, 
Or  ^akevy  late-reforming  Quietift. 

He 
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He  knew  that  Works  muft  here  our  Faith  employ, 
And  that  'tis  Heav'n's  great  Bufinefs,  to  enjoy. 
Fix'd  on  that  Heav'n,  he  Death's  Approaches  faw. 
Nor  vainly  murmur'd  at  our  Nature's  Law. 
Repin'd  not  that  his  Youth  fo  foon  fhould  go. 
Nor  griev'd  for  fleeting  Pleafures  here  below. 
Of  fharpeft  Anguifti  fcorning  to  complain. 
He  fills  with  Mirth  the  Intervals  of  Pain  : 
Not  only  unappall'd,  but  cheerful,  fees 
The  dark  cold  PalTage  that  muft  lead  to  Peace. 
Strong  with  immortal  Bloom,  fecure  to  rife. 
The  Tears  for  ever  banifli'd  from  his  Eyes. 

Who  now  regrets  his  early  Youth  would  fpend 
The  Life  fo  nobly  that  fo  foon  fhould  end? 
Who  blames  the  Stripling  for  performing  more 
Than  Doftors  grave,  and  Prelates  of  Three-fcore  ? 
Who  now  efteems  his  Fervour  indifcreet. 
His  Pray'rs  too  frequent,  and  his  Alms  too  great  ? 
Who  thinks,  where  bleft  he  reigns  beyond  the  Sky, 
His  Crown  too  radiant,  and  his  Throne  too  high  ? 
Who  but  the  Fiend,  vv^ho  once  his  Courfe  v/ithftood^ 
And  whifper'd,  —  Stay  till  Fifty  to  he  good. 
Sure,  if  believ'd,  t'  obtain  his  hellifti  Aim, 
Adjourning  to  the  Time  that  never  came. 


ON 
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O  N 

The  Birth-Day  of  a  CHILD  of  a  Tear  Oil 
I. 

HA  I L  !  to  thy  Parents  Wjfhes  born. 
Permitted  here  to  ftay. 
To  fee  once  more  the  cheerful  Morn 
That  gave  Thee  into  Day. 

II. 

Within  a  fingle  little  Year 

Thy  Sifters  livM  to  die, 
Juft  fhown  on  Earth  to  difappear. 

Sent  early  to  the  Sky. 

III. 

May'ft  Thou,  with  happier  Lot  than  thefe. 

Thy  Parents  Hopes  employ ; 
And  Years,  and  many  Years,  increafe 

Th'  Occafion  of  their  Joy. 

IV. 

In  Piety  and  Virtue  grow, 

As  rifmg  Years  improve ; 
Blefs'd  with  a  longer  Life  below. 

And  higher  Place  above. 

On  the  KOSE:  from  Anacreon. 

IN  the  Garland-bearing  Spring,  ^ 
To  the  Rose  I  ftrike  the  String,  > 
Join  the  Confort  while  I  fing.  ^ 
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Scented  firft  by  heav'nly  Breath, 
Sprung  the  Rofe  for  Man  beneath  i 
Fragant  Blofibm  !  yielding  Joy,  , 
Dear  to  Venus  and  her  Boy ; 
To  the  Graces  dear,  in  Hours 
Full  of  Love,  and  full  of  Flow'rs : 
To  the  Mufes  it  belongs, 
Subjeft  of  Poetick  Songs. 
Sweet  to  him,  who  haply  ftrays. 
Doubtful,  flow,  through  thorny  ways  : 
Sweet  to  her,  who  from  the  Stalk 
Plucks  it  in  her  Morning's  Walk  ; 
That  her  Virgin  Hand  may  move 
To  her  Breaft  the  Flow'r  of  Love. 

From  the  Rose  what  Pleafures  rife. 
To  the  Gay,  and  to  the  Wife ! 
This  with  gladfome  Wreath  inverts 
Vernal  and  Autumnal  Feafls; 
Grace  and  Ornament  affords 
To  our  Altars,  and  our  Boards, 

Roses  all  that's  fair  adorn, 
Rofy-fingerM  is  the  Morn, 
Rofy-arm'd  the  Nymphs  are  feen, 
Rofy-fkin'd  is  Beauty's  Queen, 
Thefe  the  Sick  and  Languid  pleafe. 
Nay  the  Dead  are  deck'd  with  thefe : 
Thefe  can  even  conquer  Time, 
Since,  when  faded  from  their  Prime 
Still  they  breathe  Perfume,  and  hold 
Youthful  Odour  when  they're  old. 
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Say  we  whence  the  Rose's  Bloom  ; 
When,  from  the  neglefted  Foam, 
Hoary  Ocean  Venus  gave 
Dew-befprinkled  from  the  Wave  ; 
When  Minerva^  fierce  and  fair. 
Queen  of  Tumult,  and  of  War, 
IfTued  from  the  Head  of  Jove^ 
Dreadful  to  the  Realms  above  ; 
Then  the  gen'ral  Mother  Earth 
Teem'd,  and  bore  a  flow'ry  Birth, 
New-born  Rose,  producing  Thee, 
Various,  beauteous  Progeny ! 

See  the  Gods  in  Council  meet  ! 
See  the  Soil  with  Neciar  fweet 
Soft  they  tinge  !  and  quick  the  Rose 
Sacred  to  Lyaus  grows  ; 
Deathlefs  Flower,  divinely  born  ? 
Glorious  OlFfpring  of  the  Thorn  ! 


On  the  Jetting  up  Mr.  Butler's  Monument  in 
Westminster  Abbey, 

WHILE  Butler^  needy  Wretch!  was  yet  alive 
No  generous  Patron  would  a  Dinner  give : 
See  him,  when  ftarv'd  to  Death  and  turn'd  to  Duft, 
Prefented  with  a  Monumental  Buft  ! 
The  Poet's  Fate  is  here  in  Emblem  fhown. 
He  afk'd  for  Bread,  and  he  receiv'd  a  Stone. 


To 
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To  the  Right  Honourable  the 

EARL  of  OXFORD, 

On  the  RECOVERY  of 

Margaret  Harley  (nowDutchefs  ^/Portland) 
from  the  Small-Pox. 

I. 

HAIL,  the  Parents,  trembling  late. 
Anxious  rack'd  with  Love  and  Fear, 
Left  a  Life  Ihould  yield  to  Fate, 

As  their  own  to  either  dear ! 
Hail,  their  Offfpring  born  again  ! 
Welcome  Pleafure  after  Pain ! 

IL 

Heav'n  the  Mother's  Pray'r  diftreft 
Heard,  and,  Mercy  prone  to  fliow. 

Gave  a  Daughter  to  the  Breaft, 
Melting  foft  at  others  Woe  ; 

Never  leaving  to  Defpair 

Orphan's  Want  or  Widov/'s  PrayV. 

III. 

Let  her,  now  to  Health  reftor'd, 

Lengthen'd  Life  aright  employ  ; 
Ev'ry  coming  Year  afford 

Frefti  Foundation  for  your  Joy  : 
Happy  as  her  Parents  prove. 
Well  and  wifely  live  and  love. 


Let 
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lY. 

Let  her  Virtue,  perfeft  grown, 
Daily  to  your  Mind  recall, 

Kindnefs  to  your  Father  fhown. 
In  his  Age,  and  in  his  Fall. 

Long,  with  Int'reft,  long  may  She 

Pay  Your  filial  Piety. 

V. 

Only  let  her,  tho'  inclined 
Tend'reft  Duty  to  difplay. 

In  her  Father's  Life-time  find 
No  Misfortune  to  allay : 

In  that  Inftance  let  her  be 

Not  fo  dutiful  as  He. 


An  Anacreontick  Ode  upon  ^Wedding, 

Jfter  Thirteen  Tears  Courtjhip. 

BEGIN,  —  the  joyous  Nuptial  fing  ! 
Wake  the  warbling  dancing  String ! 
Not  old  Anacreon  would  defire 

Sweeter  fubjeft  for  his  Lyre, 
Than  Love  for  Length  of  Years  the  fame, 

Bright' with  undiminifh'd  Flame  ; 
What  later  Ages  rarely  fee. 

Patriarchal  Conftancy  ! 
Let  Mifers,  fond  of  yellow  Mould, 
Truck  their  Happinefs  for  Gold  i 

No 
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No  fhining  Duft  his  Choice  could  move. 

Wifely  fix'd  to  live  and  love. 
May  He  for  all  the  Years  he  fpent. 

Ne'er  have  Reafon  to  repent ; 
And  She  be  ftudious  to  repay 

Sev'n  Years  Service  in  a  Day ! 
And  both  the  Pain  that's  paft  employ 

More  to  raife  their  prefent  Joy. 
If  Children  e'er  fliould  blefs  their  Eyes, 

Healthy,  Virtuous  let  them  rife  ; 
With  new  Endearments  ftill  improve 

All  the  Tendernefs  of  Love. 
Far  from  the  cheerful  Manfion,  far. 

Shy  Sufpicion  breeding  Jar ; 
Pride  too  afpiring  to  defcend. 

Wanton  Wit  that  wounds  a  Friend  : 
And  Spirit  high,  with  Humour  join'd, 

Curfe  of  Man  and  Womankind  ! 
May  neither  mifs  the  happy  Road, 

To  their  Duty,  to  their  God ; 
While  many,  many  Years  they  fee, 

Blefs'd  with  Peace  and  Piety  ! 
That  all  the  Wife  their  Praife  may  give, 

Well  this  Pair  knew  how  to  live  ! 
That  all  who  fee  their  Death  may  cry. 

Well  this  Pair  knev^  how  to  die  ! 


^  RE« 
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REFLECTIONS 

Upon  thefe  twoVerfes  of  Mr. Oldu  AM  t 

Lord  of  Myfelfj  accountable  to  none^ 
But  to  my  Confcience^  and  my  God  alone. 

I. 

LIVE  there,  composM  of  earthly  Frame, 
Who  dare  fuch  Height  of  Pride  to  own. 
Lords  of  themfelves,  themfelves  to  name^ 
As  if  accountable  to  none  ? 

II. 

How  A^ain  th*  afluming  in  a  Dream 
The  Greatnefs  due  to  God  alone ! 

Who  felf-fufficient,  and  fupreme. 
Still  reigns  accountable  to  none. 

III. 

Thus  Lucifer  his  Honours  loft, 

HurPd  headlong  from  his  azure  Throne 

So  dear  the  fliort  Afpiring  coft. 
To  reign  accountable  to  none, 

IV. 

Pride  foars  for  Seraphims  too  high ; 

Shall  Man  be  proud,  a  Wretch  forlorn  ! 
E'er  well  he  lives  ordain'd  to  die, 

Of  Sin  conceiv'dj  and  Wc?maa  born  ? 
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V. 

An  angry  Look,  or  fudden  Word, 
A  flinging  Weed,  or  little  Thorn, 

Can  difcompofe  this  mighty  Lord, 
Of  Sin  conceived,  and  Woman  born* 
VL 

The  flighteft  Toy  can  end  his  Span, 
The  meaneft  Obje£l  of  his  Scorn 

Can  crufh  this  independant  Man, 
Of  Sin  conceiv'd,  and  Woman  born. 
VII. 

But  few  perhaps  defire,  while  here, 
To  reign  accountable  to  none ; 

The  wifeft  may  vouchfafe  to  fear 

Their  Confcience  and  their  God  alone. 
VIII. 

While  Fools,  for  Terror  or  Reward, 
Are  fteer'd  by  Motions  not  their  own, 

Thefe  centering  in  themfelves,  regard 
Their  Confcience  and  their  God  alone, 
IX, 

The  World  may  flatter,  or  revile, 
MaJ^  court  the  Mitre  or  the  Throne ; 

Thefe  fear  the  Frown  and  feek  the  Smile 
Of  Confcience  and  of  God  alone. 
X. 

Here  furely  they  may  Refuge  take; 

No,  lower  yet  defcend  and  lower ; 
For  fee  the  Windings  of  the  Snake 

Beneath  the  Beauties  of  the  Flowen 
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XI. 

Saints  from  Accounting  are  not  free. 

When  Chains  of  Duty  bind  their  Hands; 

And  e^en  when  thefe  are  loofe,  we  fee. 
That  ftrong  Neceffity  commands. 
XII. 

Go  !  bid  the  wifeft  Pleader  gain 

The  Caufe,  of  which  he  nothing  fees  ; 

Go  !  bid  Phyficians  heal  our  Pain, 
Without  enquiring  the  Difeafe. 
XIII. 

Depending  feemingly  on  Air, 

Her  Nets  the  lab'ring  Infeft  fpreads ; 

The  nearer  nothing  they  appear, 

The  eafier  'tis  to  break  their  Threads. 
XIV. 

Through  Nature  we  may  fearch  in  vain; 

Where  can  this  fond  Chimera  be. 
This  Vifion  of  the  waking  Brain, 

This  Idol  Independancy  ? 

XV. 

The  larger  half  of  all  Mankind, 

Nor  yet  to  Years  of  Reafon  grown. 

By  God  and  Nature  are  affign'd. 

Nor  Will,  nor  Freedom  of  their  own. 
XVI. 

Woman,  a  Goddefs  to  the  Fool, 
Without  ufurping  cannot  fway : 

By  what  Commiflion  fhall  flie  rule. 
Sworn,  nay  created,  to  obey  \ 
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XVII. 

Subjefts  with  fworn  Allegiance  bow 

To  Sov'reigns,  Heaven's  peculiar  Care ! 

And  juft  Degrees  of  Duty  owe 
To  all  that  Cafar'*^  Image  bear. 
XVIII. 

Nay,  tho'  th'  unworthieft  of  the  Crowd 
Above  their  Fellows  Heads  fliould  foar^ 

A  Pembroke  great,  a  Thanet  good, 

May  bow  to  ft  when  in  Pow'r. 

XIX. 

If  aught  our  Brother's  Fall  may  caufe. 
The  Scandal  giv'n  we  muft  remove; 

Enjoin'd  by  Christ,  if  not  by  Laws, 
To  veil  our  Dignity  to  Love. 
XX. 

At  Charity's  Almighty  Call, 

Down,  down  is  human  Grandeur  thrown. 
We  then  muft  give  Account  to  all  : 

And  thus  accountable  to  none ! 
XXL 

The  greateft  Sov'reign  of  the  Ball, 
High-rais'd  on  his  Imperial  Throne, 

In  Love  muft  give  Account  to  all  j 
In  Law  accountable  to  none. 

XXI. 

To  Friends  and  Foes,  to  Great  and  Small, 
Our  Country's  Servants,  nay  our  own, 

AVe  all  muft  give  Account  to  all : 
And  thus  accountable  to  none  ! 

E  XXIII, 
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xxm. 

But  grant  that,  far  from  Human-kind, 
Obliging  and  oblig'd  by  none. 

We  graze  like  Anchorites,  refign'd 
To  Confcience  and  to  God  alone  ; 

XXIV. 

Tho'  the  firft  Thought  perhaps  may  rove. 
As  if  from  Awe  of  all  we  ran ; 

Severely  will  the  fecond  prove. 

That  Pride  was  never  made  for  Man. 

XXV. 

If  all  we  think,  and  do,  and  fay, 

To  Men  and  Angels  will  be  fhown ; 

What  boots  it  for  an  Hour,  or  Day, 
To  lurk  accountable  to  none  ? 


^«  E  P I  G  R  A  M. 

YOU  dare  nor  marry,  Friend,  you  own. 
For  fear  your  Family  fhould  frown  y 
Why,  Wedlock  would  your  Freedom  gain, 
Which  others  ufes  to  enchain  : 
Y'  had  better  follow  my  Advice, 
And  marry  once,  than  marry  twice  ; 
Betwixt  your  Sifter,  and  your  Brother, 
Hufband  to  one,  and  Wife  to  t'  other. 


To 
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To  the  MEMORY  of  the 

Right  Rev.  FRANCIS  GASTRELL,  D.  D. 
Lord  Bijhop  ^/Chester* 

ne  Memory  of  the  Juft  is  blejfed,  but  the  Name  of  the  Wicked 
Jhall  rot.  Prov.  x.  7. 

I Sing  a  Prelate  good,  unbodied  now. 
Nor  longer  Angel  of  the  Church  below  ; 
Enthron'd  Triumphant !  —  May  the  Lines  be  free 
From  fordid  Hope,  and  fervile  Flattery, 
Such  Views,  if  known,  this  happy  Saint  would  move 
To  fliake  his  radiant  Head,  and  frown  Above. 
A  gen'rous  Plainnefs  thro'  the  Verfe  be  fliown. 
Truth  without  Fear,  and  Roughnefs  Hke  his  Own : 
Roughnefs,  by  none  defpis'd,  by  moft  rever'd  ; 
By  Fools  avoided,  and  by  Villains  fear'd. 

While  GaJIreWs  Praifes  fill  the  hallowM  Strain, 
Far  hence  Ye  Falfe,  Ye  Vicious,  Ye  PrOphane  ! 
Whoe'er  can  Virtue  out  of  Place  defpife. 
And  fneak  inglorious  when  Ye  ftoop  to  Rife  ; 
Whoe'er  for  Int'refl;  have  Your  Honour  fold,  [Gold  : 
And  truck'd  Your  Confcience,  or  Your  Friend  for 
Whoe'er  with  changing  Faillons, change  Your  Minds, 
And  veer  obfequious  to  the  fhifting  Vv'inds; 
Or  fliun  to  read,  or  reading  fcofF  his  Name, 
And  where  you  mean  him  Scandal,  give  him  Fame. 

Ye  facred  Founts,  whence  Truth  :md  Learning 
At  once  accept,  and  v/itncfi  what  I  fing.  [^P^"i*"igj 
E  2  Meiui 
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Mean  Poet  I,  to  bid  in  Numbers  rife 
Gaftrell^  the  Learn'd,  the  Pious,  and  the  Wife ! 
By  CarrC%  and  Ifn^  grateful  Sons  approv'd; 
By  Anne  promoted,  and  by  Harley  lov'd. 
Him  Ifts  early  blefs'd  with  calm  Retreat, 
Where  Arts  ingenious  fix'd  their  happy  Seat ; 
Where  Laud  of  old  intrepid  rul'd  the  Gown  ; 
Where  Fell  prefided,  and  where  Aldrich  flione  : 
Studious  in  Youth,  here  learn'd  He  to  excell. 
And  gain'd  the  Wifde)m  he  employ'd  fo  well. 
Whether  his  nervous  Eloquence  he  fhow'd, 
T'  afTert  creating  and  prefiding  God, 
Author  and  End  of  All  ;  w^hofe  Will  is  Fate, 
Almighty  to  Revenge,  as  to  Create  : 
Or  Christ,  his  confecrated  Pen  require. 
Coeval  Son  defcending  from  the  Sire ! 
Whom  Ranfom  for  his  Foes  the  P'ather  gave, 
Who  liv'd  to  teach  us,  and  who  dyM  to  fave. 
From  Truth  to  Truth  the  folid  Reas'ner  goes. 
Nor  Fraud  can  fcape  him,  nor  can  Force  oppofe ; 
And  Earth  and  Hell  may  try  their  Arts  in  vain. 
To  break  one  Link  of  th'  Adamantine  Chain. 

Hear  him,  when  Learning  feems  his  Voice  to  need. 
For  Academick  Honours  boldly  plead  ; 
Mindful  of  Truth,  as  mindlefs  of  Applaufe, 
With  Strength  and  Candour  worthy  of  his  Caufe. 
Long  may  thofe  Bulwarks  of  Religion  ftand. 
True  to  the  Mitred  Head,  and  Scepter'd  Hand  : 
To  future  Times  let  Hyde  Immortal  tell, 
Hov/  bravely  once  they  flood,  how  nobly  fell. 

When 
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When  Viper  SecSls  our  Parent  Church  fubdu'd. 
And  Traytor  Crcmwell  gorg'd  himfelf  with  Blood  \ 
.  Nor  lefs  diftinguifh'd  Courage  dar'd  they  fhow, 
Againft  a  difF'rent,  but  an  equal  Foe. 
Their  Worthies  ftem'd  the  Tide  in  Danger's  Hour^ 
Againft  the  Papal,  as  the  Rebel  Power  : 
In  Youth,  for  Firmnefs  to  the  Sire,  undone, 
In  Hoary  Age,  ejefted  by  the  Son. 
In  vain  each  Shape  the  fubtle  Serpent  tries, 
With  Schifm  would  tear,  with  Herefy  furprife. 
Where  'Jane  or  Potter  trac'd  the  latent  Snare  ; 
Where  James  and  Beaumont  fill'd  the  Sacred  Chair, 
And  worthy  fill'd  :  fuch  Foreign  Lands  may  ftile 
Juftly  the  Glories  of  Britanma^s  Ifle. 
Whatever  felf-praifing  Pedants  idly  fay, 
More  proud  of  Ign'rance  than  of  Learning  They  ! 
Let  thrifty  Atheifts  vote  their  Charters  down, 
Let  Faction  ftorm,  ahd  Superftition  frown  : 
Let  glitt'ring  Beaus  their  little  Wits  engage, 
And  well-dreft  Vandals  barbaroufly  rage. 
The  more  the  Wife  admire,  convinc'd  the  more, 
The  Banks  are  needful  when  the  Billov/s  roar. 

A  Spoiler  once  pofTefs'd  the  Britijh  Throne, 
Who  cur'd  the  Church's  Av'rice  by  his  own ; 
Scattered  to  Priefts  or  Death  or  Famine  round, 
Reform'd  the  antient  Temples  to  the  Ground  ; 
Yet  Puritanick  Saints  fome  Gleanings  met, 
And  what  the  Hail  had  fpar'd,  the  Locufts  eat. 
This  Jnna  deign'd  with  pitying  Eye  to  fee. 
Supreme  alike  in  Pow'r  and  Piety  ! 
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In  Dcfarts  wild  the  Prophet's  Sons  She  fed. 

And  made  the  hungry  Ravens  bring  them  Bread  ; 

And  wifely  lib'ral  rais'd  their  growing  Store, 

Nor  plundered  from  the  Rich  to  feed  the  Poor. 

How  wide  difFus'd  the  Charity  extends. 

When  what  the  Prince  begins,  the  Prelate  ends ! 

For  fee  the  Loaves,  which  GaJireWs  Hands  divide, 

Almoft  by  Miracle  are  multiply'd. 

At  once  by  Precept  and  Example  led. 

From  Breaft  to  Breaft  infe<9:ious  Bounty  fpread. 

The  Deifts  fcarce  from  offering  could  withold. 

And  Mifers  wonder'd  they  fhould  part  with  Gold  ; 

Who  grudge  the  fmallefl:  Mite  to  Churches  giv'n. 

And  count  it  Lofs  on  Earth,  to  gain  in  Heav'n. 

Nor  Gifts  nor  Wealth  th'  Apoftles  need  require. 
When  God  defcending  crown'd  their  Heads  with 
Subjected  Nature's  Courfe  to  their  Commands,  [I*  •* 
Infpir'd  their  Lips,  and  afted  by  their  Hands  ; 
Thro'  pjiify'd  Limbs  frefli  blooming  Vigour  flied. 
And  fpcak  the  Dead  alive,  and  Living  dead. 
No  Pow'rs  Hke  thefe  their  SuccelTors  can  claim  ; 
Tho'  yet  their  Gofpel  and  their  God  the  fame  : 
The  nobleft  Preachers  only  now  prefent 
The  calm  ftill  Wonder  of  a  Life  well-fpent. 
Such  Gajlrell  liv'd  on  Duty  bent  alone. 
Studious  to  profit  All,  but  flatter  None ; 
Lift'ning  attentive  to  the  Wretch's  Cry, 
The  Griefs  low-whifper'd,  and  the  ftifled  Sigh  : 
When  gathering  Storms  would  touch  his  Soul  withFear, 
Unmov'd,  tho'  Peals  of  Thunder  ftruck  his  Ear  : 

Careful 
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Careful  by  Works  his  Faith  unfeign'd  to  prove. 
By  Zeal  unftiaken,  and  unweary'd  Love  : 
For  tend'reft  Love  and  warmefl:  Zeal  agree ; 
Nay,  Zeal  well- bounded  turns  to  Charity, 
That  cheers  the  Faint,  bright-ftiining  from  afar. 
And  guides  to  Jesus  like  the  Wife  Ivlen's  Star, 
Oh  !  would  th'  Incarnate  God  to  Prelates  give 
To  All  like  Him  to  write,  like  Him  to  live  ! 
So  Faith  Divine  might  wider  Beams  difplay. 
And  win  refiftlefs  o'er  the  Vv^orld  its  V/ay : 
So  Rome  the  Gofpel  uncorrupt  might  own ; 
And  haughty  Pontiffs  vail  their  Triple  Crown. 
The  frozen  North  might  Bifhops'  Thrones  befriend. 
And  far  as  Tlmle  to  the  Mitre  bend  ! 

Cautious  and  ftriil,  what  Stedfeftnefs  he  (how'd, 
Ordaining  Servants  for  the  Courts  of  God  !^ 
Thither  thro'  him,  no  Feet  unhallowM  came. 
The  Pafs  was  guarded  with  a  Sword  of  Flam.e. 
No  Criminals  his  awful  Looks  could  bear. 
Who  fled  to  fhelter,  not  to  v/orfhip  there : 
Far  let  them  fly,  and  feek  in  diflant  Lands 
For  lefs  intrepid  Hearts,  and  meaner  Hands. 
Nor  Frown,  nor  Smile,  nor  Terror,  nor  Reward3 
Mov'd  him  the  Saviour^s  Church  to  difregard  y 
Almofl:  as  foon  might  Peter\  Zeal  have  fold 
His  heavenly  Pow'r^  for  periftiable  Gold  ; 
At  Mammon^s  Beck  difpens'd  Ethereal  Fire, 
And  made  ApofUes  for  a  Wizard's  Hire. 

Some  future  Poet  rife,  the  Prelate'^s  Praife 
Record  fublimc  in  ever-during  Lays  ^ 
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To  deathlefs  Ages  give  his  Fame  declar'd ; 
Such  Heat  celeftial  fir'd  the  glowing  Bard, 
For  David^s  Heir  his  Harp  when  Prior  ftrung. 
Or  Pope  with  nobleft  FL'ght  Meffiah  fang. 
His  Glory  thus  prefervM  by  Lays  Divine, 
In  Song  coeval  with  the  World  might  (hine  ; 
When  Gufts  of  Paffion  fink,  no  more  to  rife, 
And  envy  mould'ring  with  his  Afties  lies  : 
When  Charms  of  prefent  Int'reft  fliall  decay. 
And  Fadion's  lefs'ning  Murmurs  die  away : 
When  Virtue  fliall  no  more  be  deern'd  a  Crime, 
But  Truth  emerging  triumph  over  Time. 
So  v/hen  of  Old,  a  Patriot  great  and  good. 
In  Rome  imperious  or  in  Athens  proud  ; 
Some  fore  AfFront  to  Clowns  or  Tribunes  gave. 
And  fcorn'd  to  flatter  whom  he  fought  to  fave  y 
His  hated  Worth  they  doomM  by  publick  Voice, 
And  Banifiiment  or  Death  v/as  all  the  Choice  : 
Too  late  convinc'd,  their  Raflinefs  they  deplor'd 
And  v/hom  they  judg'd  before,  they  now  adored 
B/  Crowns  and  ftatues  vain  Repentance  fliow'd. 
And  voted  the  Condemned  into  a  God. 

Gajlrell  the  Art  of  Courts  difdain'd  to  know. 
And  the  fmooth  Polifli  of  a  fawning  Brov/; 
His  Tongue  refus'd  the  fubtle  Stateman's  Part, 
And  fpoke  the  genuine  Language  of  his  Heart : 
Fearlefs  of  powerful  Anger's  threat'ning  Eye, 
Too  plain  to  double,  and  too  brave  to  lie, 
Thofe  flavifh  abje£t|  Souls  he  fcorn'd  fevere. 
Who  count  Promotion  never  bought  too  dear ; 
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Who  ply  for  Years  the  meaneft,  bafeft  Toil, 
Pleas'd  with  a  Nod,  tranfported  with  a  Smile: 
Pradife  th'  obeifant  Cringe,  th'  expefting  Face, 
And  watch  each  Turn  of  Whimfy  in  His  Grace : 
To  ev'ry  favour'd  LivVy  they  can  fee, 
Who  crook  the  fupple  Hinges  of  the  Knee ; 
Hard  lab'ring  on  their  worthlefs  H^eads  to  fet 
A  Mitre  Menial  to  a  Coronet. 

His  Loyalty  from  genuine  Motives  flow'd. 
True  to  his  Prince,  as  faithful  to  his  God  : 
Him  folemn  Oaths  could  tie  tho'  unconfin'd 
By  bonds  of  Int'reft  bafe,  or  Paffion  blind  : 
By  meaner  Views  while  vulgar  Subjects  fteer  ; 
And  fix  Allegiance  as  they  hope  or  fear; 
Whom  Rays  of  Favour  muft  to  Duty  charm, 
(Thofe  who  in  Sun-fhine  bafk  may  well  be  warm) 
If  placM  on  high  they  rule  the  Common- weal. 
And  well-paid  Penfions  recompenfe  their  Zeal : 
But  let  the  much-lov'd  Sovereign  pleafe  to  frown. 
And  coldly  caft  thefe  zealous  Servants  down, 
Down  fmks  the  Weather-Glafs  ;  no  more  they  praife 
But  lofe  their  Duty,  when  they  lofe  their  Place. 
So  common  Trees  their  annual  Drefs  put  on, 
CheerM  by  the  Vernal  Show'rs  and  Summer  Sun^ 
While  fmiling  Seafons  laft,  they  flourifli  fair. 
But  ftormy  Autumn  leaves  them  Jead  or  bear : 
Not  fo  the  Laurel's  conftant  Green  we  find, 
.Carelefs  of  fav'ring  Sun  or  adverfe  Wind, 
It  holds  its  Leaf,  when  wint'ry  Tempeils  blov/. 
And  keeps  it  Verdure  underneath  the  Snow, 
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The  Prelate  doom'd  in  Exile  fad  to  rove, 
(Forgive,  Ye  Great  Ones,  for  I  ftill  muft  love ! ) 
E'er  yet  the  Thimder  from  hs  Cloud  was  fled. 
Or  lanc'd  the  Lightning  pointed  at  His  Head, 
Found  Gajlrell  firm  an  Enemy  to  defend  ; 
Let  Cowards  leave,  and  Villains  crufti  a  Friend: 
No  confcious  Guilt  in  common  Danger  ty'd. 
No  partial  Favour  warp'd  him  to  His  Side. 
You  that  in  Pomp  of  Grandeur  ftrut  your  Hour, 
In  bright  Meridian  of  an  envy'd  Pow^r, 
Try  all  your  Friends,  of  ev'ry  Rank  and  Kind, 
A  Man  like  this  amid  your  Thoufands  find  : 
Nor  Levees  throng'd  his  Equal  can  fupply  5 
Nor  Honours  gain  you,  nor  Exchequers  buy  ! 

V/henLofs  of  bcft-lov'd  Friends  ordain'd  to  know. 
Next  Pain  and  Guilt  the  greateft  III  below; 
For  vain  the  Hope  which  Mortal  Breath  fupplies. 
Since  Oxford  yields  to  Fate,  and  Anna  dies  ! 
Griev'd,  not  difmayM,  to  Providence  refign'd  ; 
Nor  Death  he  courted,  nor  at  Life  repin'd, 
Tho'  Crowds  before  him  flept,  from  Toil  releaft. 
And  pious  Smalrldge  had  retir'd  to  Reft  : 
Nor  fear'd,  had  Heav'n  decreed  it,  to  have  flood 
Adverfe  againft  a  World,  and  fingly  good. 

So  brave  Naffau  oppos'd  the  Gallick  Reign^ 
And  found  the  Belgian  Moles  and  Ramparts  vain  5 
For  lefs  the  Tafk  old  Ocean's  Rage  to  guide. 
Than  ftem  the  Fury  of  Ambition's  Tide, 

Daunt- 
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Dauntlefs  tho'  foiPd,  and  tho'  out-number'd  bold, 
Unaw'd  by  Faition,  and  unbrib'd  by  Gold. 
No  Spot  of  Earth  unfought  the  Hero  gave, 
No  s  'till  his  Foes  had  earn'd  it,  not  a  Grav^  : 
Late  in  the  fartheft  Dike  refolv'd  to  lie, 
'Till  Then  to  battle,  and  but  There  to  die. 


An  ANACREONTICK, 

Alter  d from  Herbert. 

IPluck'd  this  Morn  thefe  beauteous  Flow'rs.,^ 
Emblem  of  my  fleeting  Hours  \ 
'Tis  thus,  faid  I,  my  Life-time  flies. 

So  it  blooms,  and  fo  it  dies. 
And,  Lo !  how  foon  they  {leal  away, 

Wither'd  e'er  the  Noon  of  Day. 
Adieu  !  welUpleas'd,  my  End  I  fee. 

Gently  taught  Philofcphy  : 
Fragrance  and  Ornament  ahve, 

Phyfick  after  Death  they  give. 
Let  me  throughout  my  little  Stay 

Be  as  ufeful,  and  as  gay  : 
My  Clofe  as  early  let  me  meet, 
So  iT|y  Odour  be  as  fwcet ! 


io8 
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Againft  LIFE.  From  the  Greek, 

THAT  Path  of  Life  by  Man  is  trod 


▼  V     Without  repenting  of  the  Road  ? 
Bufinefs  is  Tumult,  Noife,  and  Jar, 
At  Flome  is  Wearinefs  and  Care  : 
The  Ocean  Storm  and  Terror  yields. 
And  painful  Toil  and  Sweat,  the  Fields : 
Abroad  you're  deftitute,  if  Poor  , 
If  Rich,  endanger'd  by  your  Store  : 
By  Griefs  the  Nuptial  State  is  torn; 
The  fingle,  friendlefs  and  forlorn : 
With  Children,  Sorrows  will  increafe; 
Childlefs,  we  moan  our  Barrennefs : 
Folly  our  giddy  Youth  enfnares  ; 
And  Weaknefs  finks  our  hoary  Hairs. 
The  Wife  this  only  Choice  would  try 3^ 
Or  not  to  li'V€,  or  foon  to  die. 
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For  LIFE.  From  the  Greek. 

WHAT  Path  of  Life  by  Man  is  trod 
Without  rejoicing  at  the  Road  ? 
From  Bufinefs  Wealth  and  Wifdom  flows. 
At  Home  is  Quiet  and  Repofe : 
*   The  Ocean  gainful  Traffick  yeilds. 
And  Nature  cheers  us  in  the  Fields : 
Abroad  You're  lefs  expos'd  if  Poor  ; 
If  Rich,  refpefted  for  your  Store  : 
More  Blifs  the  Nuptial  State  receives,, 
The  Single  more  in  Freedom  lives  : 
The  Parent's  Heart  v^ith  Tranfport  fwells. 
And  lefs  of  Care  the  ChildJefs  feels  : 
Our  Youth,  firm  Health  and  Vigour  fbares^. 
And  Rev'rence  crowns  our  hoary  Hairs. 
The  Wife  this  Choice  would  never  try. 
Or  not  to  live,  or  foon  to  die. 
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A  PINDARICK  ODE 

To  the  Right  Honourable  the 

EARL  of  OXFORD, 

On  His  Birth-Day. 
I. 

WHAT  Genius  in  the  Bard  muft  glo^ 
Who  foars  a  Birth-day  to  adorn? 
Since  what  fo  frequent  can  we  know. 

Except  to  die,  as  to  be  born? 
No  vulgar  Subje£t  ftiould  infpire. 
No  grov'ling  Artift  tune  the  Lyre. 
II. 

Low  Ballad  pictures  to  our  Eyes 

George  the  Champion  of  our  Land; 
Nor  can  a  Monarch  higher  rife, 
SculpturM  by  a  meaner  Hand. 
For  Fate  no  human  Pow'r  can  ftay, 
Oblivion  fweeps  the  worthlefs  Ode  away ; 
Scarce  in  twelve  Months  conceiv'd,  it  hardly  lives 

a  Day.] 

III. 

No  Romifh  Saint  awakes  my  String, 

True  Proteftant  the  Lyre ; 
Nor  need  I  Laurel  from  a  King 

To  light  Poetick  Fire : 
Words  fpontaneous  dance  along, 
Fly,  for  OXFORD  is  the  Song, 
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I. 

No  Levellers  in  Pindar^s  Days 

Had  found  that  Pedigree  was  vain. 

Nobility  of  antient  Race 

Has  often  claim'd  his  Lyrick  Strain : 

Mankind  aright  he  underftood, 

Nor  idly  parted  Great  and  Good. 

II. 

'Tis  little  Fame  Confinement  bears, 

Pent  in  fcanty  Place  or  Time ; 
That  fees  not  Centuries  of  Years, 

Prifon'd  in  its  native  Clime. 
Or  ever  Norman  JVilliam  came. 
In  France  illuftrious  flourifh'd //<7r/^;;'s  Name  3 
So  Foes  in  Satire  w^rite,  miftaking  it  for  Shame. 

III. 

Let  Herald's  Art  with  bufy  Care 
Trace  Heroes  through  the  Line; 

'Tis  Their's  Time's  Ruin  to  repair. 
But  to  prevent  it  Mine. 

One  alone  my  Verfe  fliall  call. 

One  fuffices  for  them  all : 

I. 

Who,  chofen  by  his  Country,  fiU'd, 
And  worthy  fill'd  the  Speaker's  Chair; 

To  guide  the  various  Senate  (kill'd. 
Nor  knew  to  lofe  a  Queftion  there : 

Unbyas'd  and  undaunted  found. 

To  chufe  and  to  maintain  his  Ground, 
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11. 

Whom  ever-glorious  Anna  chofe, 

(Anna  lov'd  by  God  and  Man  !) 
To  calm  the  Rage  of  Foreign  Foes, 

Foes  domeftick  to  reftrain; 
Make  warring  Kings  her  Ballance  own. 
Give  great  Alcides*  Straits  to  Britain'^  Crown, 
Bid  Aujlria^  Eagle  ftoop^and  lay  theThunder  down. 
III. 

Fortune  in  vain  his  Virtue  croft, 

Confpicuous  in  the  Tow'r^ 
Bleft  with  what  others  cannot  boaft 

In  Plenitude  of  Power  ; 
Bleft,  when  feemingly  undone. 
In  Himfelf  and  in  his  Son. 

I. 

The  Life  this  Birth-day  gave  his  Heir, 
Hov/ever  late,  too  foon  muft  end  \ 

But  Honour  bright,  and  Virtue  fair. 
Can  never  to  the  Grave  defcend  : 

Thefe  ftill  will  ftiine  to  future  Eyes, 

'Till  Learning  and  'till  V/ifdom  dies. 
II. 

Our  Tongue,  tho'  fenfible  and  ftrong, 

Gracian  Harmony  denies. 
Unable  high  as  Pindar''^  Song 
Or  Jmphion's  Harp  to  rife. 
Mufick,  'tis  faid,  the  Stones  could  call, 
Mufick  forbad  the  Houfe  when  built  to  fall, 
Lefs  was  the  Pow'r  that  rais'd  than  that  preferv'd 

[the  Wall 
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III. 

If  Oxford's  Glory  and  his  Sire's 

Unequally  I  fing ; 
If  loftier  Numbers  it  requires, 

And  afks  a  (Ironger  Wing; 
Who  t'  adorn  their  Fame  ftiall  ftrlve  ? 
Who  !  while  Pope  is  yet  alive  ? 


To  a  Young  Gentleman, 

On  his  Recovery  from  a  Fit  of  Sicknefs. 

T    Who  was  late  concern'd  to  hear 
-"•^  The  Danger  of  a  Life  fo  dear. 
Would  now  a  friendly  Verfe  employ 
To  claim  an  Intereft  in  your  Joy ; 
Joy  to  Your-felf,  a  fecond  Time 
Refcued  from  falling  in  your  Prime ; 
Joy  to  your  Parents,  happy  now. 
To  whom  fo  often  Life  You  owe. 
As  guarded  by  a  Father's  Care, 
Or  granted  to  a  Mother's  Pray'r, 
How  did  They  mourn  Your  early  Bloom, 
The  Promife  of  a  Man  to  come  ! 
The  pleafmg  Hope  they  us'd  to  raife. 
When  planning  of  Your  future  Days ! 
What  Pangs  the  former  Tranfport  coft. 
Which  feem'd,  alas !  for  ever  loft ! 

What 
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What  Tendernefs  of  Grief !  which  You, 
^Till  You're  a  Parent,  cannot  know  : 
For  who  can  know  except  they  feel 
The  Pains  that  are  unfpeakable  ? 
Pains  that  are  heighten'd  to  Excefs, 
By  Thoughts  of  tranfient  Happinefs. 
So  various  Scenes  amufe  the  Eye 
In  Clouds  that  paint  a  Summer's  Sky; 
Short  Pleafure  !  ev'ry  fleeting  Breeze 
Deftroys  the  wav'iing  Images; 
Well,  if  the  Profpedl  difappears 
Without  diflblving  into  Tears. 

O  tread  in  Virtue's  happy  Road, 
True  to  Your-felf,  and  to  your  God  : 
To  Him  perpetual  Homage  give, 
And  hve  to  Him,  by  whom  You  live  : 
No  vicious  Courfe  your  Youth  engage. 
To  treafure  Sorrow  for  your  Age ; 
That  none,  by  Blood  or  Love  ally'd, 
Have  Caufe  to  wifli  you  now  had  dy'd ; 
That  each  one,  who  your  Worth  furveys. 
May  blefs  the  length'ning  of  your  Days* 
'Tis  well  if  all  your  coming  Years 
May  pay  a  Father  for  his  Tears ; 
If  Joy,  that  from  Your  Welfare  flows. 
May  recompence  a  Mother's  Woes. 


the 
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"The  DOG: 
A  MILTONICK  Fragment. 

THEE,  Sifler,  ghdiy  would  my  Verfe  provoke. 
Nor  other  Meed  expect  I,  than  to  wake 
Thy  Strain  melodious;  while  without  or  Rhyme 
Or  haply  Reafon,  unexperiencM  Lays, 
And  unapprov'd,  unlefs  when  fung  by  Thee, 
Audacious  I  attempt,  and  rife  to  nng 
A  Dog  \  if  Dog  aright  he  may  be  term'd, 
Who  fcarcely  more,  I  ween,  in  Shape  refembles 
The  vulgar  barking  Animals  on  Earth, 
Than  Sirius  or  than  Procyon^  heav'nly  Stars. 

Say  firft,  whoe'er  can  fay,  wh:t  Clime  produced. 
What  Sire  begot,  this  admirable  Form, 
Uncouth,  prodigious ;  lately  curft,  but  nov^ 
Thrice  bleft  !  the  Subje<9:  of  Heroick  Song? 
Or  Dutch  lovv-built  and  fquat,  or  llimmer  Dane^ 
Four-footed  Wit,  with  roguy  Vifage  fly  : 
Or  nobler  Kinds,  too  near,  alas!  extin£l. 
The  Irijh  Greyhound  or  the  Englijh  MaftifF ; 
Or  fav'rite  Brood  of  Charles^  difcerning  King, 
T'efpy  Perfe£lion  or  in  Beaft  or  Man  ! 
Or  rather  elfe  from  Parentage  unknown. 
Like  Antient  Heroes  fprung  from  Mother  Earth, 
The  general  Mother  Earth,  without  a  Sire  ; 
For  Sires  beget  their  Like,  and  propagate 
Their  Kinds  \  but  like  to  Him  was  never  found. 

His 
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His  Colours  ftrange,  what  mortal  Painter's  Hand 
With  all  his  Lights  and  Shadings  can  exprefs  ! 
Inexplicably  grifly  !  ButKljTail, 
Oh!  had'ftThou  feen  his  Tail,  the  matchiefs  Shape, 
Th'  identick  Shape  thy  Fancy  would  retain. 
Engraven  in  eternal  Characters, 
While  Memory  holds  its  Empire  in  the  Brain: 
A  Line  like  which  not  Archimedes  old 
In  yielding  Sand  e'er  trac'd,  nor  greater  Skill 
Of  modern  Newtm  e'er  has  yet  on  Slate 
'Midfl:  Figures  Curve  or  Rectilinear  drawn : 
Tranfverfe,  disjointed  from  the  facred  Bone, 
It  flood 5  as  nought  of  kindred  to  the  Parts 
Pofterior  whence  it  grew,  or  rather  feem'd 
T'  adhere  not  native  there :  So  Milletoe 
Seems  only  grafted  on  its  Parent  Oak  : 
Nor  uniform  the  Length ;  part  dangling  lithe. 
Part  horizontal  ftifF,  tho'  not  fo  ftifF 
As  Tail  of  Memphian  Crocodile  full-grown. 

Hiatus  in  MS. 

Learn  hence.  Thou  two-legg'd  Animal  call'd  Mayiy 
Or  haughty  Stoick  boafting  Apathy, 
Or  grunting  Swine  of  Epicurus'  Herd; 
Or  Cynick  Churl,  that  proud  of  caufelefs  Snarl, 
Unworthily  ufurp'ft  the  Name  of  Dog ; 
Learn  from  my  lofty  moralizing  Song, 
A  grateful  Senfe  of  Benefits  receiv'd. 
An  humble  Rev'rence  of  fuperior  Pow'r. 


THE 
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THE 

D  E  S  C  R  I  P  T  I  V  E: 
A  MILTONICK. 

After  the  Manner  of  the  Moderns. 


Tor^a  Mima  Hone  is  implerunt  cornua  hotnhis.  Nero. 


The  Argument. 

H^he  Invocation  :  The  Poem  fides  tnfenfthly  into  the  midfl 
of  Things^  and  prefents  a  Flower-piece  ;  then  pro- 
ceeds to  the  Heat  of  Africa,  the  Fertility  of  Harveji^ 
and  the  Cold  ufually  enfuing  :  This  naturally  leads 
to  the  Stages  of  Man'^s  Life  :  Infancy  :  A  Bird^s- 
neji^  illiftrated from  Homer  :  Youth ^  clofed  with  a 
Simile:  Aphrogala  *  fx^s/A^rtyw/xsvoir.  The  next 
two  Ages  flightly  touched^  make  way  for  a  Sketch  of 
the  Morning  :  A  moral  Refection  on  the  Uncertainty 
of  human  Things^  by  way  of  Tranfition  to  Night ; 
wherein  is  introduced  an  Affemblage  of  Allegorical 
Perfons^  perfeSfly  piSfurefque^  and  highly  fuitable  to 
the  Nature  of  this  kind  of  Poetry.  The  Conclufion. 

OThou  fweet-mufing  in  th'  umbrageous  Grots 
Of  cool  Cithceron^  or  th'  embow'ring  Shade 
Of  Pimpla's  lofty  Top,  aerial  Height ; 
Or  hear'ft  Thou  rather  from  the  fecret  Cave 
Oracular,  yawning  with  awful  Night  ? 
Or  elfe  where- e'er  by  vqfionary  Bard 
Thou  fitt'ft  enthroned,  to  me  alike  where-e'er. 

Pre- 

*  AI.  leg.  (A.oiTiyo(pQ^cy,  vid.  Steph, 
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Prefent  to  me  alike.  Not  unobferv'd 
By  rural  Swains,  and  not  unwifti'd  the  Gueft 
Approaches  glad,  with  fmiling  Chaplets  crown'd. 
And  Odours  floating  foft  on  Zephyr's  Wings, 
With  early  blooming  Sweets  :  The  Primrofe  fair, 
Nam'd  from  the  joyous  Prime.  The  Violet 
Impurpled,  blue-ey'd,  thicket-loving  Flov/'r. 
With  ruddier  Specks  their  paly  Gold  among, 
Cowflips  diftinft  emblazon'd.  He  who  fpeaks. 
Speaks  adequate  the  Numbers  numberlefs 
Of  various  Flowrets,  from  all- bearing  Earth 
Self-rais'd,  fpontaneous,  may  perchance  recount 
Or  Buds  which  fwell  with  vernal  Warmth's  return. 
Or  Drops  defcending  in  prolifick  Show'rs, 
Or  Epithets  in  facred  Poet's  Song. 

Thee,  Torrid  Zone  aduft.  Thee  whofliall  praife? 
Except  by  Sirius  or  his  Brother  Star 
Haply  infpir'd.  Phoebus'  Meridian  Fires 
Intenfe,  extreme,  (while  the  fierce  Lion  reigns. 
Malignant  reigns,  morbifick,  peftilentj 
Heat  ^r/cy^'s  Furnace  into  fev'n- fold  Flame; 
Whofe  Burnings  join'd,  reflexive  and  dire<Sl, 
Half  vitrify  her  Sands;  impois'ning  more 
Dragons  impoifon'd,  BafiHlks  Death-crown'd 
And  Dipfas  dry,  and  fublimate  their  Stings 
Or  Teeth,  erfl:  dang'rous  ;  now  avoidlefs  Fate, 
Quick,  inftantaneous.  When  Autumnal  Boughs 
Fruit-bent  to  Earth  hang  pendent,  Parent  Earth 
As  jftudious  to  repay ;  Apples  forth  pour 
Draughts  emulous  of  the  Vine,  mature  Produce, 

Neda- 
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Ne6lai'eous ;  Vales  with  yellow  Harvefts  crown'd, 
Ambrofial,  tempt  the  careful  Reaper's  Toil.  ; 
Nor  CVm,  fancy'd  Pow'r !  but  Nature  boon 
Roughens  the  furrow'd  Plain  with  beardy  Gold, 
Behold  He  comes  with  trembling  Pace,  but  fure, 
Whofe  icy  Breath  the  circum-ambrent  Air 
Chills  frore  \  by  Ruftick  Foot  or  Carriage  preft. 
Unyielding,  unobfequious  flands  the  Froft, 
Nitrous,  incrufted,  cripfy,  crackhng,  crimp. 

Life's  Stages  fleet  in  quick  Succefiion  roll. 
Each  after  each.  Babes  tell  aloud  their  Woe^ 
Too  plain,  alas  !  tho'  inarticulate  : 
Tho'  unexperinc'd  yet  to  form  the  Sound 
Diflincft,  fyllabick  ^  while  the  infant  Tongue 
With  ftill-born  Motion  flutters  into  Speech. 
See !  the  Boy  ftorms  the  Bird's  weak  Citadel, 
Straw  or  Stick- built,  or  of  what  StuflF  foe^er 
They  choofe ,  inftinftive,  lin'd  with  fmootheft  Mofs^ 
Or  Down  ftill  fmoother,  waving  in  mid  Sky, 
Tranfcending  boafled  Architecture  far, 
Dorick^  Corinthian^  Plain  or  Compojite ; 
The  helplefs  Brood  fmall,  callow,  bare,  unfledgM 
He  feizes,  fportive ;  ah  !  their  tender  Limbs 
With  ruthlefs  Hands  he  pulls,  he  tugs,  he  tears. 
So  blind  Maonides^  in  Body  blind, 
Of  Soul  fharp-fighted,  fung  a  Snake  devour'd 
Eight  Young  in  prefence  of  their  frighted  Dam ; 
The  Dam  the  ninth;  which  ftiadowM  Ilium's  Fall, 
And  the  robbed  Bird's-Neft  fliow'd  the  Fate  oiTroy, 

In  wild  Defigns  is  giddy  Youth  abforpt^ 

Con- 
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Conceiv'd  with  Raflinefs,  and  with  Rage  purfu'd. 

Idle,  unprofitable,  void,  and  vain. 

So  in  pellucid  Cryftal  turgid  fwells 

The  creamy  Viand,  gently  turgid  fwells, 

Unfolid  Sweet,  with  Vacuum  full-fraught. 

Something  like  Nothing,  flying  Tafte  and  Touch, 

Yet  to  the  tranfient  Eye  alluring,  foft, 

Spumaceous,  aphrodifian  :  Manhood  ripe 

Advanc'd,  autumnal  yields  the  Fruits,  which  erft 

Youth's  Bloom  had  promis'd  fair,  but  verges  fwift. 

Too  fwiftly  verges  to  Decline  of  Life; 

Decrepid,  querulous,  unthought-of  Eld, 

With  unlufpedled  Silence,  creeping  on. 

Not  fear'd  'till  found,  not  underftood  'till  felt. 

Hail  !  gladfome  Prime  of  Day,  when  orient  Sol 
Shoots  horizontal  Beams  on  dew-drop'd  Pearls 
Mellifluous  ;  ethereal  Poets  chant, 
Two-legg'd,  but  not  unfeather'd,  melting  Lays, 
With  Trill  harmonious  and  refponfive  Tune : 
^wttt  Jntiphon  !  but  what,  alas  !  if  fair. 
In  mortal  State  is  permanent  ?  The  Morn 
Brings  on  Meridian  Blaze,  Day  beckons  Night ; 
And  each  Beginning  leads  us  to  an  End. 
When  Birds  obfcene^  by  the  all-viewing  Sun 
Ages  unview'd,  fly  forth ;  ill  Omens  all  ! 
With  Scream  portentous  and  terrifick  Wing. 
Chill  Fear^  and  fhudd'ring  Guilty  and  pale  Difmayy 
Moony  Diftra6lion^  life-confuming  Griefs 
And  Horror  raven-plum'd,  enormous  Group  ! 
Cut  the  dank  Moift,  and  cleave  the  dark  Obfcure. 
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To  Thee,  O  Night !  what  fhall  to  Thee  compare  ? 
Save  the  black  Grave,  where  loftieft  Poets'  Duft 
Undreaming  fleeps,  ftifF,  fenfelefs,  motionlefs, 
Silent,  untuneful  all ;  far,  far  reniov'd 
From  Mortals'  bufy  Paths  and  Sight  humane. 
From  Touch  ethereal  of  Heaven's  fiery  Rod  ^ 
Vocal  their  Harps  no  more,  in  rory  Damp 
Moulders  the  lifelefe,  ever-living  Choir. 


On  the  foregoing  Miltonicks. 
"HAT  makes  You  write  at  this  odd  Rate? 


V  7     Why,  Sirs,  it  is  to  imitate. 
What  makes  You  rant  and  ramble  fo  ? 
Why,  'tis  to  do  as  others  do. 
But  there's  no  Meaning  to  be  feen : 
Why,  that's  the  very  Thing  I  mean. 


EPIGRAM 


F 


SNUFF 
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SNUFF:  A  SATYR. 

I Sing  of  SNUFF,  What  Pow'r  ftiaft  I  adore? 
Or  whence  fhall  needy  Rhimer  Aid  implore? 
Old  Thread-bare  Mufes  now  no  more  will  do. 
And  Sylphs  and  Sylphids  are  as  much  too  new. 
I'll  e'en  addrefs,  to  purpofe  full  as  good, 
An  earthly  mortal  She,  of  Flefli  and  Blood. 

O  Thou,  for  whom  thefe  Numbers  are  defign'd^ 
Be  ever  prefent  to  my  laboring  Mind ! 
Still  may  I  think  on  Thy  fevere  Command, 
T'  infpire  my  tardy  Wit,  and  urge  my  backward 
So  ftiall  thy  Smiles  as  real  ftrength  infufe,  [Hand, 
As  ever  Bard  receiv'd  from  Goddefs  Muse. 
My  Tafk  performed,  with  grateful  Joy  I'll  own. 
That  ev'ry  fmgle  Line  proceeds  from  Thee  alone. 

The  Snuff-box  firft  provokes  our  juft  Difdain, 
That  Rival  of  the  Fan  and  of  the  Cane. 
Your  modern  Beaus  to  richeft  Shrines  intruft 
Their  worthlefs  Stores  of  faftiionable  Duft. 
Or  wrought  or  plain,  the  clouded  Shell  behold^ 
The  polifli'd  Silver,  or  the  burnifli'd  Gold  ; 
The  Agate  Landfkip,  drawn  by  Nature's  Hand, 
Or  finer  Pebble  from  th'  ^r^^/^«  Strand, 
The  fliinlng  Beds  where  Pearls  imperfefl:  lie. 
Smooth  to  the  Touch  when  rougheft  to  the  Eye: 
While  diftant  Climes  their  various  Arts  employ 
T'  adorn  and  to  compleat  the  modifh  Toy. 
Hinges  with  clofe-wrought  Joints  from  Paris  come, 
Pidures  dear-brought  from  Venice  and  from  Rome. 

While 
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While  fome  with  home-  made  Lids  their  Fancies  pleafe. 
And  bear  enflirin'd  their  own  dear  Images : 
True  to  themfelves,  they  need  no  Foreign  Face, 
Nature  divine  can  human  Art  furpafs,  C 
And  each  Italian  Paint  muft  yield  to  Looking- glafs.  J 
The  lovely  Hand  is  now  no  longer  bare,  \ 
The  rumpled  Neck-cloth  to  compofe  with  Care,  > 
To  fix  a  falling  Patch,  or  fmooth  a  ruffled  Hair :  ^ 
The  never- failing  SnufF-box  ready  ftands 
To  {how  the  well-turnM  Joints,  and  lilly  Hands : 
Arm'd  at  all  Points,  with  this  the  Beau  can  move 
Envy  in  Men,  and  in  the  Females  Love : 
Againft  this  Flail  the  Fair  have  no  Defence, 
'Tis  Humour,  Breeding,  Wit,  and  Eloquence. 
A  kind  Employ  the  SnufF-box  can  afford 
To  Youths  that  fcorn  the  Pen,  and  .fear  the  fword  t 
The  well-cut  Nails  are  plac'd  in  open  Day, 
And  wanton  on  the  Lid  the  taper  Fingers  play. 
Circled  with  Gold  the  brilliant  Diamond  glows,  ^ 
So  fond  the  Fop  its  Luftre  to  cxpofe,         [Nofe.  f 
That,  like  an  Indian  Prince^  he'll  wear  it  at  his  ^ 

The  radiant  Box  of  treafur'd  Duft  is  full. 
And  richly  furnifh'd  as  its  Owner's  Skull, 
A  thoufand  Shapes  the  Indian  Weed  difguife, 
Veil'd  in  a  thoufand  Shapes  the  Weed  they  prize  : 
Of  barb'rous  Names  who  can  recount  the  Train  ? 
The  fcented  Bergamot^  and  Spanijh  plain  , 
Th'  Orangerie  with  Odour  not  its  own, 
Or  that  from  Seville  nam'd  or  Barcekne  ; 
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The  greenifti  Sand  which  Portugal  beftows, 
Perfum'd  with  Urine  to  regale  the  Nofe  : 
Far-fetch'd  Braztle^  almoft  for  Touch  too  fine. 
Which  toiling  Merchants  feek  beyond  the  Line. 
Let  foolilh  Indians  be  no  more  our  fcorn, 
Who  truck  their  Gold  or  Gems  for  Beads  or  Horn  ; 
The  gay  Polite  of  fage  Britannia^ s  Land 
Will  part  with  Sterling  in  exchange  for  Sand. 
With  what  Difdain  the  Belles  would  glance  afkew. 
Were  Leaf  not  Powder  profer'd  to  their  view  ! 
Tho'  ftill  the  Thing's  the  fame,  the  Title  only  New : 
For  favorite  Snuff,  difguife  it  as  you  will. 
In  fpite  of  Art  remains  Tobacco  ftill  : 
As  when  a  Fair  is  lur'd  to  Sin  and  Shame, 
Tho^  coach'd  or  carted,  prais'd  or  damn'd  by  Fame  ; 
Tho'  Mifs  or  Dutchefs,  lowly-born  or  great. 
With  Cinders  on  her  Head,  or  Coronet  ; 
Down  to  Nell  Givyn^  from  Rofamond  or  Shore^ 
Whate'er  her  Title  be,  in  Englifh  She's  a  Whore. 

There  are  who  veil  their  Stinks  with  utmoft  Care, 
Scents  not  Arabian  breathing  from  their  Hair ; 
Who  confcious  of  themfelves,  are  frequent  known 
With  Sweat  of  Civet-Cats  to  hide  their  own. 
When  Sweets  and  Effence  fail,  and  in  their  room 
Too  pow'rful  Nature  conquers  the  Perfume, 
In  felf-defence  they  Stench  to  Stench  oppofe, 
And  guard  with  Clods  of  Snuff  the  fuff'ring  Nofe. 
No  Smell  can  pierce  thro'  that  fecure  Defence, 
No,  not  their  own,  not  Jakes^  or  Frankincenfe. 

On 
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On  Wights  like  thefe  Nature  in  vain  bcftows 
The  Jeflamin,  the  Jonquil,  the  Violet,  and  the  Rofe  ; 
No  more  to  them,  than  if  alone  there  grew 
The  lothefome  Garlick  and  the  (linking  Rue. 
Vain  are  the  Sweets  that  either  Indies  bring, 
Vain  are  the  blooming  Fragrances  of  Spring. 

Strange  is  the  Pow'r  of  Snuffs  wliofe  pungent  grains 
Can  make  Fops  fpcak,and  furnlfh  Beaus  Vv'ith  brains ; 
Nay,  can  enchant  the  Fair  to  fuch  degree,  ^ 
Scarce  more  admir'd  could  French  Romances  be,  > 
Scarce  Scandal  more  belov'd,  or  darling  Flattery.  3 
Whether  to  th'  India-houfe  they  take  their  way, 
Loiter  i'  th'  Park,  or  at  the  Toilet  ftay,     [Play.  > 
Whether  at  Church  they  fliine,  or  fparkle  at  the  3 
Nay  farther  yet,  perhaps  their  *S«z/^  they  keep. 
Take  it  in  Bed,  and  dream  on't  when  afleep : 
For  fure,  unlefs  the  Beau  may  claim  a  part, 
Snnjfk  the  topmoft  Trifle  of  the  Heart. 
Nor  care  of  Cleanlinefs,  nor  love  of  Drefs, 
Can  fave  their  Clothes  from  Brick-duft  Naflinefs. 
Let  Work  employ  the  Poor,  Snuff  the  Genteel, 
Your  well-bred  Spinfter  fcorns  her  Spinning- Wheels 
Let  coop'd-up  SeamftrefTes  their  Fingers  ply, 
And  cloifter'd  Nuns  drudge  at  Embroidery, 
Fatigue  for  Belles  too  great !  who  would  as  foon 
As  deign  to  play  the  Seamftrefs,  play  the  Nun. 

Some  think  the  part  too  fmall  of  modifti  Sand, 
Which  at  a  niggard  Pinch  they  can  command  i 
Nor  can  their  Fingers  for  that  Tafk  fuffice. 
Their  Nofe  too  greedy,  not  their  Hand  to  nice  ; 

F  3  To 


126        Poems  on  fever al  Occajions. 
To  fuch  a  height  with  thefe  is  Fafhion  grown. 
They  feed  their  very  Noftrils  with  a  Spoon. 
One  and  but  one  Degree  is  wanting  yet. 
To  make  our  fenfelefs  Luxury  compleat ; 
Some  choice  Regale,  ufelefs  as  Snuffs  and  dear, 
Which  fhall  in  future  Times  perchance  appear. 
To  feed  the  mazy  Windings  of  the  Ear. 


Epigram^  From  the  Greek. 

ON  Stygian  Banks,  Diogenes  the  Wife 
Burfts  into  Laughter  when  he  Croefm  fples ; 
And  thus  befpeaks,  in  thread-bare  Cloak  and  old. 
The  Monarch  famous  for  his  gather'd  Gold  : 
I,  nothing  leaving,  all  to  Charon  bear  ; 
Thou,  CrcefuSj  rich  on  Earth,  haft  nothing  here. 


On  the  foregoing  Epigram. 

TH  E  Lydian  Prince  is  blam'd  for  Wealth  alone, 
Tho'  greater  in  his  Virtues  than  his  Throne : 
The  Cynick  Churl  is  prais'd,  of  Fame  fecure, 
Tho'  void  of  ev'ry  Grace,  but  being  poor  : 
Nor  wonder  whence  this  partial  Judgement  fprings, 
Such  Crowds  are  envious,  and  fo  few  are  Kings. 


Jn 
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An  O  T> 

JAMES  OGLETHORPE,  Efq. 
In  the  Country.  A.D.  1728. 

L 

ARIS  E,  and  foar,  my  tow'ring  Soul, 
To  Flights  of  lofty  Pindar's  Song, 
Wlien  fcorning  Laws,  his  Torrents  roil 

Their  Dithyrambick  Tide  along  : 
No  Fall  like  Icarus^  I  fear, 

Who  dar'd  with  artful  Pinions  fly  5 
Me  ftronger  Nature  fhall  up-bear. 
Nor  follower,  but  a  Rival,  1. 

II. 

Tho'  long  extinft  Jpollo's  Rage, 

And  loft  is  Jganippe^s  Stream, 
Nature,  the  fame  in  ev'ry  Age, 

Still  fhines  my  unexhaufted  Theme  ! 
Whether  her  Favour  deign  to  crown 

Some  darling  Son  with  Wit  refin'd. 
Or  Wifdom  fliow'r,  and  Virtue,  down, 

Thofe  Glories  of  the  human  Mind  [ 
III. 

Or  elfe  her  Pencil  fhe  prepare 

For  Spring's  returning  Scene, 
To  paint  inimitably  fair 

The  Fields  with  living  Green ; 
Her  gaudy  Bow  aloft  to  fpread. 

When  Clouds  their  Treafure  pour  ; 
Or  Earth  embroider,  for  our  Tread, 

With  Beauties  pf  the  Flow'r, 

F  4  Wifely 
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Wifely,  from  Smoke  and  Noife  remov'd. 

Each  Morn  you  view,  with  ravifh'd  Ey 
The  Country  fweet,  by  Poets  lov'd. 

Which  Fancy  muft  to  Me  fupply. 
On  Breezes  vernal  Odours  float, 

The  Dew-drops  glitter  on  the  Spray, 
The  feathered  Songfters  fwell  their  Note, 

And  the  Sun  fmiles,  and  You  are  gay. 

II. 

Senates,  fupreme  on  Earth,  we  fee. 

Bid  new-built  Temples  threat  the  Skies 
mite-Hall  itfelf,  at  their  Decree, 

Improved  might  from  its  Aflies  rife. 
But  fay,  would  all  their  Art  and  Care 

One  hngle  Vegetable  fhov/  ? 
With  Cov.'fiip3'  Scent  perfume  the  Air, 

Or  teach  the  Kaw-thorn  how  to  blow? 

III. 

DiJ  Fortune  anfwer  to  my  Mind, 

My  Wifhes  to  my  Love, 
No  need  of  Invitations  kind 

To  lead  me  to  the  Grove, 
Where  Nature's  Works  I  might  admire. 

Free  from  the  City's  Crowd, 
And  from  the  Art  of  Man  retire, 

To  view  the  Art  of  God. 


Poems  on  feveral  Occaftons, 


I. 

Vaft  Navies,  built  by  human  Skill, 

The  Pilot's  wond'rous  Art  obey  ; 
The  Oak  dcferts  its  native  Hill, 

O'er  Ocean's  liquid  World  to  ftray  : 
Yet  vain  the  Ship-wright's  boafled  Pride, 

The  Chart  or  Compafs  nought  avails. 
If  Nature  joins  not  with  her  Tide, 

Nor  lends  Affiftance  v^ith  her  Gales. 

n. 

From  Pole  to  Pole  our  Squadrons  go. 

Excelling  antient  Fables  far. 
Of  Argo^  when  a  Ship  below. 

Or  when  exalted  to  a  Star  : 
Preferv'd  from  Rocks  and  Storms  in  vain, 

Laden  with  Wealth  or  Fame  they  come. 
Should  erring  Counfellors  ordain, 

They  fufFer  Shipwrack  here  at  Home. 

III. 

Them  Virtue  rifes  to  defend. 

In  fpite  of  Numbers  bold. 
See  Avarice  a-while  fufpend 

Its  wonted  Thirft  of  Gold  ! 
What  Pride  or  Fraud  may  have  defign'd,' 

See  Reafon  over-bear  ! 
And  Fleets  a  Port  of  Safety  find. 

If  Oglethorpe  is  there. 
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The  Pious,  grateful  Duty  owes 

To  the  dear  Land,  where  He  was  born  j 
A  glorious  Debt !  which  Nature  knows 

With  faireft  Intereft  to  return. 
He  merits  firft  his  Country's  Praife, 

Who  fleers  her  Helm  through  Danger  on. 
And  he  deferves  the  fecond  Place, 

Who  guards  her  Safety  with  a  Son. 

II. 

*Twas  thus  the  Father  of  my  Friend 

Wifely  fecur'd  a  lafting  Fame, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  Death  t'  extend 

His  publick  and  domeftick  Name, 
'Tis  fingle,  *tis  imperfeft  Light, 

The  World  from  Worth  unwedded  (hares. 
He  only  {bines  compleatly  bright 

Who  leaves  his  Virtues  to  his  Heirs» 

III. 

Oh,  thus  too  may  his  OfFspring  haflc^. 

His  Glory  to  improve, 
And,  fir'd  by  Love  to  Britain^  taflrc 

The  Blife  of  private  Love  ! 
With  Joy  his  Summons  I  attend, 

And  fly  with  fpeed  away  ; 
Let  but  the  Patriot  coiidefcertd 

To  fix  his  Marriage- Day • 
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7j?  a  Friend^  on  his  Marriage. 

WHether  in  Lyrick  I  fliould  foar. 
In  Honour  of  the  married  Station, 
Or  elfe  my  Stile  to  Doggrel  lowV, 

Has  coft  me  much  Confideration ; 
The  Theme  for  lofty  Verfe  might  do. 
But  Mirth  would  better  fuit  with  You. 
II. 

He  that,  to  Love  and  Virtue  true. 
His  firft  AfFedion  fcorn'd  to  vary. 

With  Mitres  would  have  nought  to  do. 
But  Nolo  cry^d  Epifcoparl^ 

In  earneft  might  demand  my  Lays, 

And  merit  Serioufnefs  of  Praife, 
III. 

But  when  upon  your  Face  I  think, 
So  plump,  fo  waggifh,  and  fo  merry. 

My  lofty  Strains  begin  to  fink, 

And  Pindar  dwindles  to  Dovjn-derry : 

Then  Doggrel  I  efteem  the  beft, 

And  Serioufnefs  would  be  a  Jeft. 

IV. 

Let  both  then  meet,  for  we  may  find. 
Looking  through  Nature  univerfal, 

Earneft  and  Jeft  together  twin'd  j 
So  Mr.  Bayes  in  the  Rehear fal 

To  ferious  Bus'nefs  would  advance. 

Agreed,  —  but  firft  let*s  have  a  Dance, 

f6  V. 
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V. 

So  now  to  Bus'nefs  we  fall  in, 

How  You  of  Blifs  may  keep  pofTeffion; 
Left  when  I  end,  I  but  begin, 

And  all  my  Subject  be  Digreflion, 
Three  Words  comprife  the  whole  fay  I, 
Love,  Common-Senfe,  and  Piety. 

VL 

May  you  ne'er  want  a  Court  to  fee. 

Nor  Prelate  Benefices  giving. 
But  happy  long  enjoy  like  Me 

A  Livelihood,  if  not  a  Living  : 
So  may  You  truly  prove  more  great 
And  rich,  than  moft  of  Your  Eftate. 

VII. 

\\\  Glo^ster-JInre  Ho  Eden  plan, 

Nor  fret  at  CrofTes  light  or  common; 

Remember  ev'ry  Man  is  Man, 
And  ev'ry  Woman  is  a  Woman : 

And  who  Perfection  here  below 

Should  look  for,  which  they  cannot  fliow? 

VIII. 

Time  changes  Thought,  Til  tell  You  that. 
For  all  things  is  a  Seafon  fitting ; 

Thus,  what  is  graver  than  a  Cat? 
And  what  is  merrier  than  a  Kitten ; 

Yet  Cats  tho'  old  with  young  ones  play, 

And  pat  and  pur  when  they  are  grey. 
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IX. 

Long  may  You  live  in  Health  and  Eafe, 
While  Balm  of  Love  each  III  aflwages; 

And  Children  dutiful  increafe. 

Your  Youths  reviving  in  Your  Ages. 

With  fpotlefs  Virtue  let  them  ftaine, 

And  foften  Life  in  its  Decline. 

X. 

May  Death  late  clofe  Your  aged  Eyes, 
Your  plighted  Hands  afunder  rending; 

Like  a  juft  Moral  good  and  wife, 

A  pleafmg  vsrell-drav^n  Fable  ending ; 

Your  Deaths  be  as  Your  Life- time  fpent, 

Eafy  and  calm  and  innocent. 


The  MONUMENT. 

Toji  Funera  Virtus. 

AMonfter,  in  a  Courfe  of  Vice  grown  old. 
Leaves  to  his  gaping  Heir  his  ill-gain'd  Gold ; 
Straight  breathes  his  Buft,  ftraight  are  his  Virtues 
fhown, 

Their  Date  commencing  w^ith  the  fculptur'd  Stone, 

If  on  his  fpecious  Marble  we  rely, 

Pity  a  V/ orth  like  His  fhould  ever  die  \ 

If  Credit  to  his  real  Life  we  give. 

Pity  a  Wretch  like  Him  fhould  ever  live  \ 


PRO. 


i|4         Poems  on  fever al  Occafwns. 


PROLOGUE 

Spoken  before  the  Beau's-Str atagem, 

A£led  by  fome  young  Perfons  of  polity . 

LET  Play-Houfe  Aftors  crowded  Seats  defire. 
And  ftretch  their  venal  Voices  for  their  Hire  • 
We  praftife  not  for  gain,  to  grieve,  or  rage ; 
But  enter,  gratis^  on  a  private  Stage. 
Expeft  not  here  to  fee  th'  Ambitious  rife, 
To  weep  the  falling  Great,  or  wretched  Wife, 
PleasM  if  our  Sport  a  Father  entertains. 
Or  Mother's  Joys  fliall  recompenfe  our  Pains : 
Our  End  is  Mirth,  our  Charadlers  are  low, 
A  finifh'd  Rake,  and  Fortune-hunting  Beau  : 
A  Pair  unhappy,  parted  by  Confent, 
And  freed  without  an  A£l  of  Parliament. 
T'  obtain  your  Smiles  with  comick  Smiles  we  try; 
'Tis  wholefomer  to  laugh,  than  'tis  to  cry. 
What  tho^  they  tell  us  Griefs,  and  Pains,  and  Cares 
Opprefs  with  Loads  of  Woe  the  hoary  Hairs ; 
Thofe  come  too  foon,  how  long  foe'er  they  ftay. 
Indulge  the  prefent  Hour,  and  laugh  to-day  j  > 
Our  Years  excufe  us,  'tis  Our  Time  to  play.  3 


THE 


THE 


PRISONS  OPEN'D: 

A  POEM,  occafioned  by  the 

Glorious  Proceedings  of  the  Com- 
mittee of  the  Houfe  of  Commons^ 
appointed  to  enquire  into  the  State 
of  the  GOALS  of  this  Kingdom, 
in  the  Year  1728. 


 Facilis  defcenfus  Averni ; 

NoSfes  at  que  dies  pate  t  atrijama  Ditis : 
Sedrevocaregradim,Superafque  evader e  adauras^ 
Hoc  opus,  hie  labor  eft.  Pauci  quos  aquus  amavit 
Jupiter.,  aut  ardens  evexit  ad  athera  virtus, 
Diisgeniti,  potuere.   VIRG. 
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THE 

PRISONS  OPEN'D. 

LET  Arms  and  Warriors  other  Poets  fire, 
Or  Love's  fweet  Anguifli  tune  the  fofter  Lyre  j 
I  fuig  of  Prisoners  freed,  and  Guilt  purfuM 
With  gen'rous  Ardour  by  the  Great  and  Good. 
O  Thou  from  whom  that  gen'rous  Ardour  came, 
(A  Heat  far  nobler  than  Poetick  Flame,) 
Father  of  Goodnefs !  hear,  and  teach  my  Lays 
That  beft  that  darling  Attribute  to  praife ; 
Make  lifl'ning  Crowds  deteft  tyrannick  Wrong, 
And  learn  the  Love  of  Mercy  from,  my  Song ; 
Make  Patriots'  Fame  with  faireft  Luftre  fiiine. 
And  raile  dieir  Glory,  by  exalting  Thine. 

What  various  Paths  unhappy  Mortals  tread. 
Which  down  to  Dungeons  and  to  Tortures  lead  ! 
In  Goal  a  few  fccure  their  ill- got  Store, 
By  Vices  many  fall,  by  Folly  more. 
The  flatter'd  Heir  in  fliort-liv'd  Pomp  behold, 
How  flufli'd  with  Youth,  and  Wine,  and  Love,  and 
All  Arts,  all  Baits  unnumber'd  Tempters  try,  [Gold ! 
Friendfliip's  endearing  Form,  and  Beauty's  Eye. 
Manors  are  loft,  tho'  petty  Stakes  are  won. 
And  garter'd  Sharpers  urge  his  Ruin  on. 
By  pity  fome,  a  glorious  Fault !  have  fail'd, 
A  Friend  fupported,  or  a  Father  bail'd  ; 
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Some  perifh  void  of  Error  and  Offence, 
Caft  headlong  by  refiftlefs  Providence  : 
Orphans,  who  Frauds  of  Guardians  cannot  ftiun. 
Clients  by  legal  Labyrinths  undone : 
The  Trader  ftri£lly  juft,  yet  overthrown 
By  others*  Crimes,  and  Loffes  not  his  own. 
Nor  more  Redrefs  the  breaking  Merchant  finds 
From  Spantjh  Seifures,  than  from  adverfe  Winds. 
Lo  !  countlefs  Swarms  the  dire  Abode  receives, 
Thick  as  in  Autumn  drop  the  faplefs  Leaves, 
Whom  State  Deceit  and  South-Sea  Plunder  drain*d^ 
Which  like  a  gen'ral  Deluge  fwept  the  Land  : 
Whom  Publick  Faith  could  no  Protedion  lend. 
Seeming,  and  only  feeming,  to  defend. 

When  Wretches,  ftripp'd  of  Fortune's  Gifts,  repair 
To  the  dark  Dome  of  temporal  Defpair, 
Faft  by  the  Prifon- Gates  with  fleeplefs  Eyes 
Sits  griping  never-fated  Avarice  ; 
To  him  th'  Admitted  fine  for  being  poor. 
And  ope  with  Gold  th'  inhofpitable  Door ; 
Compell'd,  fince  Laws  and  Goalers  fo  ordain^ 
To  pay  for  Mifery,  and  to  bribe  for  Pain : 
To  gain  th'  Afylum  of  the  Fleet  they  ftrive. 
The  Privilege  to  be  entomb'd  alive. 
So,  as  the  Pagan  fabling  Poets  tell. 
Was  Charon  fee'd  for  wafting  Souls  to  Hell : 
To  pafs  the  Lake  thick- thronging  Ghofts  defire. 
To  Torments  moft  condemn'd,  and  penal  Fires 
As  if  AleHo's  Snakes  they  long'd  to  feel. 
Or  Tityus^  Vulture,  or  Ixion's  Wheel. 

The 
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The  Goal,  (fad  Emblem  of  flagitious  Times, 
Revenging  Virtues,  and  rewarding  Crimes,) 
Sees  only  Villains  thrive,  by  Ruin  great, 
Who  owe  to  Guilt  the  Splendour  of  their  State  ; 
Who  plac'd  by  Fraud  and  Wealth  from  Juftice  free. 
In  Eafe  or  Pomp  enjoy  Captivity; 
Who  fure  Efcape  by  mafTy  Gold  can  force, 
While  Wardens  ftiare  the  Wealth  of  Creditors. 
Or  thofe  who  bafely  join  t'  afflidl  the  Good, 
Comrades  of  Theft,  and  Inftruments  of  Blood  ; 
Whofe  well-feign'd  Worth  the  Merchant's  Trufl: 
deceives, 

And  flocks  with  monthly  Spoils  the  Den  of  Thieves  : 
Who,  as  Superiors  diftate,  Witnefs  bear. 
To  Riot,  Murder,  nay  to  Treafon  fwear  5 
Who  Aid  to  worft  Barbarities  afford, 
Relentlefs  Hell-hounds  worthy  of  their  Lord  ; 
Who  Drink  to  burning  Fever's  Thirft  deny. 
And  fee  the  Famifh'd  fwoon  with  ftony  Eye; 
Permit  not  Prisoners  ev'n  on  Alms  to  feed. 
But  fnatch  from  ftarving  Mouths  the  fcanty  Bread. 

Thefe,  thefe  alone,  from  H  s  met  Regard, 

And  thefe  the  Favours  of  a  B  ftiar'd  \ 

While  Wrath  avoidlefs  fell  on  all  befide. 

With  utmoft  Fury  of  defpotick  Pride. 

So  fam'd  Procrujles  old,  (if  Bards  may  dare 

A  lefs  with  greater  Tyrants  to  compare,) 

Offers  his  formidable  Bed  to  all. 

And  racks  the  dwarfifh  Gueft,  and  lops  the  tall : 

Thofe 
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Thofe  only  from  the  Couch  unhurt  arife, 
Whofe  Stature  anfwers  to  the  Robber's  Size. 

The  Fleefs  fternKing^circled  withGuards  hke  thefe. 
Each  helplefs  Subject  robs,  and  ftrips,  and  fleas ; 
Incarnate  Fiends  for  torturing  Shackles  call, 
Except  the  Captive  yields  them —  more  than  all : 
In  Prifon  within  Prifon  ftak'd  he  lies, 
And  Keepers  under  Keepers  tyrannize : 
With  weighty  Fetters  gall'd  the  SufF'rers  groan, 
Or  clofe-fcru'd  Rivets  crack  the  folid  Bone  s 
Their  only  Bed  dank  Earth  unpav'd  and  bare, 
Their  only  Cov'ring  is  the  Chains  they  wear  : 
Debar'd  from  chearful  Morn,  and  human  Sight, 
In  lonely  reftlefs  and  enduring  Night: 
The  ftrongeft  Health  unfinew'd  by  Difeafe, 
And  Famine  wafting  Life  by  flow  degrees  : 
Piece-meal  alive  they  rot,  long  doom'd  to  bear 
The  peftilential  foul  imprifon'd  Air; 
Unlefs  the  friendly  Fumes  on  Reafon  prey. 
And  kind  Diftra£lion  take  their  Senfe  away. 
But  each  black  View  of  horrible  Reftraint, 
What  Verfe  can  number,  and  what  Pencil  paint  ? 

Dire  Scenes !  which  ii?-  s  and  his  5  ^know, 

Where  ghaftly  Speftres  utter  Tales  of  Woe  \ 
As  if  the  Prisoners  were  condemn'd  to  dwell 
With  Pains,  with  Darknefs,  and  with  Fiends  of  Hell. 
No  fmalleft  Glimpfe  of  diftant  Hope  they  fee, 
Oh  !  loweft  Depth  of  human  Mifery  ! 
When  wifh'd-for  Death's  ApproachfhewsQiiiet  nigh,. 
The  Soul  juft  flutt'ring  is  forbid  to  fly: 

Then 
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Then  feeming  kind,  the  curft  Tormentors  flrive 
To  keep  departing  Anguifli  ftill  alive. 
So  when  the  Long-rob'd  Murderers  of  Rorne^ 
Inquifitors,  a  Wretch  to  Tortures  doom. 
They  heal  the  Limbs,  which  can  no  more  endure, 
Lefs  cruel  when  they  rack,  than  when  they  cure ; 
That  Nature  fpent,  Recruits  of  Strength  may  gain 
For  frefh  Diftortion,  and  repeated  Pain. 
When  wild  Defpair,  impatient  of  its  Woes, 
By  fond  Self-Murder  would  fuborn  Repofe  y 
A  Life  deftroy'd  unmov'd  the  Keeper  fees. 
And  only  mourns  his  Lofs  of  Bribes  and  Fees. 
Here,  tho'  his  barb'rous  Rigours  find  an  End, 
Farther  will  pow'rful  Avarice  extend; 
Like  the  Grand  Turk^  he  pleafes  to  declare 
Himfelf,  of  all  that  die,  the  gen'ral  Heir  : 
What  ev'ry  Vaflal  leaves,  he  fpeaks  his  own, 
But  yields  no  Portion  to  the  Wife  or  Son. 
No  Plaints  can  reach  the  Courts,  or  timely  Art 
Prevents  their  finking  to  the  Hearer's  Heart. 
Had  not  a  Frice  in  fpotlefs  Glory  ftiin'd. 
Our  Juftice  had  been  deaf  as  well  as  blind  : 
No  Laws,  no  Priviledge  Redrefs  could  give. 
Nor  Subjefts'  Right,  nor  King's  Prerogative; 
Not  Ads  of  Grace,  'till  Heav'n's  appointed  Hour 
To  dart  juft  Vengeance  on  tyrannick  Pow'r  : 
Not  God's  Vicegerents  broke  the  Iron  Chain, 
Ev'n  Anne  herfelf  was  merciful  in  vain  ; 
Not  Sov'reign  Smiles  the  Prifon  Gates  unfold, 
Without  large  Tributes  of  extorted  Gold. 

So 
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So  Purgatory's  Realm  the  Pope  obeys, 

The  Founder  He,  and  Warden  of  the  Place  ! 

There  Souls  are  feign'd  fierce  Flames  to  undergo, 

Intenfe,  as  everlafting  Burnings  glow ; 

Tho'  Christ  had  clear'd  their  Guilt,  they  long  re- 

Pardon'd  and  Prisoners  to  infernal  Pain ;  [main 

No  charitable  Pontiff  turns  the  Keys, 

*Till  prieftly  Goalers  have  fecur'd  their  Fees. 

Is  our's  the  Land  where  Peace  and  Freedom  fmile  f 

What  wrathful  Influence  curft  our  Age  and  Ifle, 

Monfters  of  boundlefs  Avarice  to  fee, 

Unblufhing  Fraud,  unfated  Cruelty  ! 

Here  B-  e  breaths  as  yet  the  vital  Air  [ 

Here  partial  Great  ones  confcious  H- — s  fpare  ! 
Yet,  Britain^  ceafe  thy  Captives'  Woes  to  mourn. 
To  break  their  Chains,  fee  Oglethorpe  was  born ! 
Vermriy  whofe  fteady  Truth  no  Threats  can  bend ! 
And  Hughes^  the  Sailor's  never-failing  Friend  ! 
Towers^  whofe  rich  Youth  can  Eafe  and  Pleafure  fly, 
And  Percival^  renown'd  for  Piety  ! 
Cornewall^  to  aid  the  Friendlefs  never  flow, 
Whofe  gen'rous  Breafl:  ftill  melts  at  others'  Woe ! 
Thefe  dare  the  Tyrants  long  fecure  oppofe  5  -% 
Thus  gracious  Heav'n  its  Benefits  bellows,  V 
The  Antidote  is  found  there  where  the  Poifon  grows.  3 

Thefe,  and  the  reft  for  ardent  Goodnefs  fam'd, 
Unnam'd,  tho'  greatly  worthy  to  be  nam'd. 
Who  feek  to  merit  Praife,  but  not  receive  \ 
(May  thofe  I  name  as  eafily  forgive  !) 

Who 
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Who  fear  not  to  relieve  th'  Afflifted,  rife 

Girt  with  falfe  Friends,  and  real  Enemies. 

Numbers  at  firft  with  Scorn  their  Fervour  view. 

And  fmile  in  fecret  at  the  a£live  few, 

Faint-hearted  or  defigning  Murmurs  found. 

And  whifper  ^Tis  impojjible  around  : 

And  Craft,  by  publick  Clamours  overborn. 

When  Tides  of  Juftice  grew  too  ftrong  to  turn, 

Boafted^  its  Aim  by  fpecious  vain  Pretence 

T*  elude  their  Strength,  and  mock  their  Diligence. 

Short  Boaft !  all  Dangers  to  their  Courage  bow. 

And  where  appears  the  vaunted  Cunning  now  ? 

So  was  Alcides  fent  to  dang'rous  War, 

(If  falfe  with  real  Labours  we  compare.) 

The  dreaded  Youth  that  Monfters  might  devour. 

Thus  fly  Eiiryjiheus  usM  his  fatal  Pow'r  ; 

But  faw  v/ith  Conqueft  crownM  the  gallant  Boy, 

And  rais'd  the  Fame  he  purposed  to  deftroy. 

The  glorious  Few,  by  bounteous  Heaven  ordain'd 
To  loofe  the  Fetters  of  a  Nation  chained, 
Urge  their  appointed  Toil  with  utmoft  fpeed, 
Almoft  proportioned  to  the  Wretches'  Need  : 
No  By-defign  retards  the  deftin'd  Race, 
They  plead  no  ftated  Bufmefs  of  a  Place ; 
No  Thoughts  of  meaner  Ends  their  Souls  detain, 
Of  foothing  Pleafure,  or  of  fordid  Gain  : 
Soon  as  the  Fleet  receives  each  welcome  Gueft, 
Joy  long- forgotten  cheers  the  fainteft  Breaft^ 
Pain  at  their  Prefence  flops  the  rifing  Sigh, 
And  languid  Famine  opes  her  hollow  Eye  3 

Hor- 
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Horror  flies  thence,  They  once  appearing  there. 
And  the  worft  Torment  of  the  Goal,  Defpair. 
So  at  th'  Almighty^  Nod  with  rapid  Wings, 
Forth  from  the  Throne  a  Guardian  Angel  fprings. 
Through  Space  immenfe,  quick  as  the  Morning  Ray, 
To  fuccour  Earth  diftrefs'd  he  fhoots  away. 
Bids  Peter  rife,  from  Bonds  and  Keepers  free. 
And  looks  the  Prisoner  into  Liberty. 

Fear'd,honour'd,  lov'd,  long  may  the  Patriots  ftand, 
Support  and  Honour  of  their  native  Land  ! 
Warm  without  Rage,  without  Vain-glory  brave. 
Firm  to  proteft,  and  obftinate  to  fave ! 
Whom  no  falfe  Scents  deceive,  no  Searches  tire; 
Refiftlefs  to  revenge,  as  to  enquire ! 
He,  who  for  injur'd  Right  dares  ftrongly  plead. 
The  Prifoners'  Council,  earneft  tho'  unfeed  ; 
To  guard  the  W eak,  who  fcorns  the  Mighty 's  Frown, 
Defpifmg  no  Man's  Danger,  but  his  own  ; 
In  Camps  his  Courage  as  in  Senates  try'd. 
Daunts  with  fevere  Rebuff  the  Sons  of  Pride. 
Oh  that  his  Soul  with  healthier  Limbs  were  join'd, 
A  Body  lefs  unequal  to  his  Mind  ! 
He,  who  to  i/— — Crimes  eternal  Foe, 
When  wav'ring  Numbers  would  Connivance  fliow. 
Shall  ill-got  Wealth  fecure  the  Robber  ?  cry'd; 
And  fmgly  ftedfaft,  turn'd  the  rapid  Tide  : 
'Till  Impudence  itfelf  aftiam'd  gave  w^y. 
And  Bribery  yielded,  blufhing  to  gainfay. 
The  Man,  who  wifely  ftudious  not  to  lofe 
His  Heav'n,  the  only  Intereft  he  purfues, 

Points 
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Points  to  his  OfFspring  the  celeftial  way; 
Who  hundreds  feafted  on  that  happy  Day, 
Which  faw  from  conquer'd  Death  the  Saviour  rife  5 
Alms  giv^n  for  Christ,  accepted  Sacrifice! 
The  Man  who  toil'd,  the  vicious  Poor  t'  amend. 
Foe  to  Intemperance,  as  to  Need  a  Friend  ; 
To  punifli  ftarving  Sots,  our  Nation's  Shame, 
And  fnatch  the  Firebrands  from  the  liquid  Flames 
To  fave  them  from  the  fnare  of  low  Eftate, 
And  raife  their  Minds,  but  not  intoxicate : 
The  Youth,  whofe  dextrous  and  impartial  Skill, 
As  diligent  in  Good,  as  Knaves  in  111, 
Unfolds  the  knotty  Mazes  of  the  Laws, 
And  ftriftly  faithful  to  the  righteous  Caufe, 
Baffles  each  Quirk,  each  Subterfuge  of  Wrong, 
Of  Lawyers'  double  Heart  and  double  Tongue. 
And  He,  who,  cautious  left  defign'd  Delay 
For  Guilt's  Efcape  fhould  yield  an  eafy  Way, 
Obtain'd  AuguJIa's  Civil  Powers'  Decree, 
That  Law  for  once  might  fide  with  Equity  ^ 
Full  Space  for  juft  accufmg  might  allow. 

Nor  Teacher  H-  s  leave  his  Scholar  now. 

And  others,  tho'  unmention'd,  not  unknown. 
Who  juftly  glory  in  their  Conduct  fhown  ; 
Who  ftand  each  Shock,  each  Stratagem  defeat, 
Superior  to  the  Bribe  and  to  the  Thicat; 

And   s  half  his  Thoufands  well  miffht  fnare. 

Could  half  his  Thoufands  make  a  Coward  there. 

Yet  nobleft  Acls  as  Fury  fome  efteem, 
For  what  fo  good  but  Satan  can  blafphemc  ? 

G  'Tis 
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*Tis  Fury  all,  to  dry  the  Captive's  Tears, 
To  heal  his  Sicknefs,  and  prevent  his  Fears : 
Fury !  for  Orphans'  Diligence  t'  employ, 
And  make  the  mournful  Widow  weep  for  Joy  : 
Fury  !  the  Wrongs  paft  Sufferance  to  redrefs. 
While  Crowds  tranfported  their  Deliv'rers  blefs  : 
Fury !  the  Poor  and  Friendlefs  to  regard. 
Without  mean  ProfpecS:  of  a  bafe  Reward  ; 
Life,  Freedom,  Health,  and  Gladnefs  to  beftow. 
The  only  Fury  Statefmen  never  know. 

When  Villains  firft  beheld  the  Tempeft  lour. 
They  fneer'd  and  trufted  to  the  Screen  of  Pow'r; 
Numbers  t'  avoid  thcdire  Example  bent. 
Left  righteous  Vengeance  grow  to  Precedent; 
And  Gifts,  which  fierceft  Anger  oft  appeafe. 
And  fecret  Friends,  and  fecret  Sejrvices. 
No  Pangs  of  Confcience  ftruck  the  hardened  Mind, 
To  God's  Right-hand  and  heav'nly  Juftice  blind. 
But  when  their  boafted  Engines  nought  avail'd. 
And  Gold  itfelf,  oppos'd  by  Virtue,  faiPd ; 
Sudden,  Alas !  their  groundlefs  Quiet  flies, 
Unufual  Doubts,  and  fatal  Bodings  rife. 
Left  Wrath  divine  might  flagrant  Guilt  purfue. 
And  who  fuborn  falfe  Witnefs  die  by  true, 
Confcious  of  ill-us'd  Pow'r  and  publick  Hate, 
Then  other  Tyrants  fear'd  approaching  Fate; 
An  univerfal  Groan  the  Prifons  gave. 
And  Newgate  trembled  thro'  her  inmoft  Cave, 
Left  farther  Searches  farther  Crimes  reveal. 
Which  Arts  infernal  labour  to  conceal ; 

Left 
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treft  Pity's  Eye  thofe  Regions  ftiould  explore. 
Where  Beams  of  Mercy  never  reach'd  before ; 
Unwelcome  Light  on  darkeft  Dungeons  throw. 
And  ev*ry  latent  Depth  of  Horror  fhow. 
So,  as  inventive  Homer\  Fiction  taught, 
Earth-fliaking  Neptune  for  the  Grecians  fought ; 
The  folid  Ground  quak'd  to  the  Centre  down. 
The  Kingof  Shades  leap'd  frighted  from  his  Throne, 
Left  Earth  ftiould  cleave,  and  Hell  appear  in  Light, 
Difplay'd  to  mortal  and  immortal  Sight : 
Drear  dreadful  Realms,  ruPd  by  a  Tyrant  Lord, 
By  Man  detefted,  and  by  Heav'n  abhor'd  ! 

Here  real  Pow'r  Divine  its  Pkafure  fhows. 
And  God's  Right-hand  what  Mortal  can  oppofe! 
Or  aw'd  by  Mercy  ifTuing  from  the  Throne, 
Or  borne  by  popular  Compaffion  down. 
The  wordy  Fool,  renown'd  for  Flourifh  long, 
Sufpends  th'  unmeaning  Torrent  of  his  Tongue; 
The  Friend  to  Knav'ry  plays  a  publick  part. 
His  Head  o'er-bearing  his  corrupted  Heart ; 
Compell'd  his  darling  Int'reft  to  difcard. 
And  fpced  the  Motion  he  would  fain  retard  : 
The  felf-admiring  Politician  joins, 
Spight  of  his  open  Mocks  and  fecret  Mines, 
Forc'd  tho'  reluftant,  to  difTemble  Good, 
And  (hare  the  Aftion  he  in  vain  withftood. 
So,  when  from  Heav'n  increas'd  by  fudden  Show'n 
The  Stream  fwift-rolling  down'the  Mountain  pours, 
A  Tree's  declining  Trunk,  which  Years  divide 
Half  from  its  rooted  Strength,  obftruils  tJie  Tide, 
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'I'he  rapid  Courfe  unable  long  to  bar. 
Or  ftem  the  Violence  of  the  wat'ry  War, 
It  yields,  by  Mother  Earth  fuftain'd  no  more, 
And  fwells  the  Torrent  which  it  ftop'd  before. 

Proceed,  difinterefted  Few,  proceed  ; 
Heal  ev'ry  Wound,  and  fuccour  ev'ry  Need  : 
Let  all  Britannia'^  Mifery  be  redreft, 
Cite  ev'ry  Tyrant  to  the  righteous  Teft ; 
The  Teft  which  Innocence  can  never  fear. 
Candid  tho'  ftrift,  impartial  tho'  fevere. 
No  artful  GuefTes  there  to  Proofs  advance, 
Help'd  by  dark  dubious  diftant  Circumftance  : 
Nor  Bribes,  nor  Threats,  nor  hinting  Prompters  there 
Inform  the  wav'ring  Witnefs  how  to  fwear. 
Go  on !  let  none  your  ardent  Zeal  withftand. 
And  fliow'r  diffufive  Mercies  o'er  the  Land  ; 
That  Heav'n  by  You  may  blefs  our  happy  Ifle, 
And  e'en  the  Tradefman  and  the  Merchant  fmile ; 
While  Crowds  unchain'd  Your  Fame  with  Shouts 
Reftor'd  to  vital  Light,  and  vital  Air.  [declare. 
So  fudden  this  Deliv'rance  which  they  meet. 
Their  Grief  fo  hopelefs  and  their  Joy  fo  great. 
Scarce  to  the  Change  they  yet  can  credit  give. 
Scarce  are  they  yet  perfuaded  that  they  live  ! 
So  when  th'  Archangel  gives  the  fated  Sign, 
(If  Human  Joys  we  liken  to  Divine) 
The  Summons  univerfal  Nature  hears. 
Nor  pleads  Prefcription  of  fix  thoufand  Years ; 
Not  everlafting  Hills  their  Dead  retain. 
Not  deep  Abyflcs  of  th'  unfathom'd  Main; 

The 
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The  fleeping  Saints  look  up  with  joyful  Eyes, 
And  quick'ning  at  the  facred  Trump,  arifc; 
Their  Pains  all  pafs'd,  their  Tranfport  to  fucceed, 
Immortal  Lives  in  endlefs  bloom  they  lead. 
From  Death's  tyrannick  Chain,  and  Earth's  dark 

fPrifon  freed. 


E  P  I  G  R  A  M, 

On  the  Death  of  a  PHYSICIAN. 

From  the  Greek  of  Theoicbia. 

TWICE,  when  Hippocrates  and  Galen  dy'd. 
The  Art  of  Phyfick^  mourning,  tore  her  Hair  i 
Now  weeps  in  Marble  at  Ablahius^  Side, 

Aftiam'd  with  Mortals  longer  to  appear. 


On  the  Death  of  Dr.  FREI N  D. 

From  the  former. 

WHEN  Radcl'iffe  fell,  affliAed  Phyfick  cry'd. 
How  vain  my  Pow'r !  and  languifli'd  at  his  fide. 
When  Freind expir'd,  deep-ftruck,  her  Hair  She  tore. 
And  fpeechlefs  fainted,  and  reviv'd  no  more. 
Her  flowing  Grief  no  farther  could  extend. 
She  mourns  with  RadcUjfe^  but  She  dies  with  Freind. 
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A  WEDDING-SONG. 

17/  ameris^  amabilis  ejio. 

I. 

SEE  the  fpringing  Day  from  far, 
Ufher'd  by  the  Morning-Star ! 
Hear  the  Lark  with  upward  Wing 
Meeting  Dawn^  her  Carol  fing  ! 
See  the  Sun  in  Eaftern  Skies 
Joyous  as  a  Bridegroom  rife ! 
Wake,  my  Dear,  and  come  away. 
Smiling,  greet  the  happy  Day; 
Ne'er  was  yet  thy  lovely  Breaft 
Idly  flow  to  my  Requeft ; 
Nov/  begin  not  to  delay, 
Dear,  awake,  and  come  away: 
Join  thy  plighted  Hand,  and  join 
Firft  thine  Oraifons  with  mine  : 
II. 

If  e'er  thy  kind  paternal  care 

Join'd  and  blefsM  the  wedded  Pair 
With  focial  dear  domeftick  Joys, 

Height'ning  lonely  Paradife  ; . 
In  fpotlefs  Bonds  ordain'd  to  be 

Emblems  of  thy  Church  and  Thee  ; 
If  e'er  thy  mightier  Love  decreed 

Life  from  Jesu,  Woman's  Seed, 
The  Lofs  of  Eden  to  retrieve. 

Sprung  from  Mary^  fecond  Eve ! 
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If  e'er  thy  Word  has  endlefs  Reft 
Shadow'd  by  the  Nuptial  Fcaft; 
Heav'n,  our  laft  Willi  and  fartheft  Aim, 

Myftick  Marriage  of  the  Lamb  ! 
Show'r  thine  Influence  from  on  high. 
Author  of  the  Nuptial  Tye  ! 

III. 

Qiiit  not  thine  Olympick  Snows, 
Jiino^  guarding  Marriage  Vows  : 
Venus ^  fleep  in  Ida's  Grove, 
Laughing  Sea-born  Queen  of  Love  \ 
Cupidj  banifh'd  hence  away, 
Idle  Cupid^  with  her  ftay : 
Here  nor  Hymen  fliall  prefide, 
ClafpM  in  Mantle  Saffron-dy'd ; 
Wanton  Graces  dance,  nor  Hours  : 
Scatter  Odours,  Leaves  and  Flow'rs, 
Twift  the  blooming  Wreath,  nor  fpread 
Rofe  and  Myrtle  where  we  tread : 
All  unfeign'd  and  real  be. 
Truth,  tranfcending  Poetry. 

IV. 

Ye  Virgins  hafte,  my  Bride  prepare, 

Drefs  be  now  the  Dear-one's  Care  s 
Well-fuited,  unafFefted,  free, 

Worthy  Her,  and  worthy  Me  : 
Nor  poorly  mean,  nor  coftly  vain. 

Neat,  and  elegant,  and  plain. 
Her  Ornaments  are  Toys  no  more ; 

Love's  engaging  chymick  Power, 

c  4.  Like 
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Like  Alidas  fabled  King  of  old. 

Touches  all  things  into  Gold^ 
The  Fair  that  unadorn'd  can  pleafe. 

Shines  yet  lovelier  in  her  Drefs; 
Still  wifely  careful  to  remove 

Slighteft  Hindrances  of  Love  : 
F or  nought  that  Love  concerns  is  fmall^ 

All's  important,  folemn  alj. 

V. 

Ope  the  hofpitable  Gate, 
Ope  for  Friendfhip,  not  for  State, 
Friends  well-chofen  enter  here^ 
Equal,  afFable,  fmcere; 
Cheap-bought  Plenty,  artlefs  Store 
Feed  the  Rich,  and  fill  the  Poor  ^ 
Converfe  cheer  the  fprightly  Gueft^ 
Cordial  Welcome  crown  the  Feaft^ 
Eafy  Wit  with  Candour  fraught. 
Laughter  genuine  and  unfought ; 
Jeft  from  double  Meaning  free, 
Blam.elefs,  harmlefs  Jollity  ^ 
Mirth,  that  no  repenting  Gloom 
Treafures  for  our  Years  to  come. 

VI. 

May  fecial  Life,  fo  well  begun, 

Glide  with  equal  Tenor  on  : 
May  timely  Fruit  our  Blifs  imptove,. 

Children,  dcareft  Bonds  of  Love! 
The  darling  Boy,  the  Daughter  fair, 

Objefts  of  delightful  Care ! 

Re: 
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jRejoic'd,  while  oft  the  Babes  we  fee 

Sportive  clafp  their  Mother's  Knee  ; 
And  oft  from  lifping  Prattle  find 

Reafon  op'ning  in  their  Mind  ; 
While  foothing  Hopes  our  Hearts  prefage 

Pleafures  of  our  middle  Age  : 
'Till  rightly  taught,  the  rifmg  Broody, 

Healthy,  happy,  wife,  and  good, 
Fulfil  our  Hopes,  and  pay  our  Cares, 

Glory  of  our  hoary  Hairs  ! 

VII. 

Give,  Oh  give  our  Days  to  blefs. 
Virtue,  Source  of  Happinefs  ! 
Prudence,  ftifling  Infant-Strife  \ 
Friendfhip,  Remedy  of  Life  > 
'IVult,  in  mutual  Faith  fecure  ; 
Tranfport  generous  and  pure. 
Sparkling  from  the  Soul  within. 
Never  boafted,  always  feen  : 
Kind,  while  each  their  Care  employs 
Griefs  to  part,  and  double  Joys, 
Joys  to  Libertines  unknown, 
Fruits  of  Wedlock  Truth  alone  ;  - 
Joys  that  Angels  may  approve. 
All  the  Dignity  of  Love  ! 

VIII. 

When  late  the  Summons  from  above 
Parts  the  Life,  but  not  the  Love^ 

Refign'd  and  calm  may  She  or  I 
Teach  Survivors  how  to  die  ! 

^5 
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Be  free  from  Sin's  polluting  Stain, 

Void  of  Fear,  and  void  of  Pain ! 
For  tedious  Years  may  neither  moan. 

Sad,  deferted,  and  alone ; 
May  neither,  long  condemn^  to  ftay. 

Wait  their  fecond  Bridal  Day, 
Grant  us,  oh  grant.  Almighty  Pow'r  ! 

Soon  to  meet,  and  part  no  more. 
In  Heaven,  where  Love  and  Joys  are  known 

Only  purer  than  our  own  ! 


PAS  r  0  RA  L. 

COLIN.  THENOT/ 
COLIN. 

THE  NOT,  Good-day  ;  fure  thou  art  bent  to  thrive 
In  Wealth  and  Wifdom,  thus  to  rife  by  Five. 
THENOT. 
I  rofe  not,  Truth  to  tell,  to  tend  my  Sheep; 
^TwasLove,  not  Thrift,  thatbrokemyMorningSleep* 
COLIN. 

If  Love  thine  Ailment  is,  fo  foon  to  rife 
Perhaps  may  make  thee  rich,  but  never  wife. 

THENOT. 
And  why  this  Scoff  ?  our  Landlord  has,  they  fay. 
Long  woo'd  and  lately  wed  a  Lady  gay ; 
And  he  is  wife,  or  fure  had  ne'er  been  fent 
A  Member  for  the  Shire,  to  Parliament. 

,  COLIN 
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COLIN. 

Yes,  money'd  'Squires,  that  o'er  the  Country  rule. 
May  plead  their  Priviledge  to  play  the  Fool ; 
Far  other  Thoughts  ftiould  fill  the  poor  Man's  Head  5 
He  feeks  not  Dainties  who  is  pinch'd  for  Bread. 

THENOT. 
If  Love  and  Courting  be  forbid  the  Poor, 
You  make  the  Diftance  greater  than  before  : 
None  are  beneath  us  here,  and  none  above  ; 
For  all  are  Slaves  and  Sovereigns  in  Love. 

COLIN. 

How  can  he  meet  Relief,  who  courts  his  Pains, 
Or  Freedom  find,  who  glories  in  his  Chains  ? 
Yet  to  thy  Colin  all  thy  Grief  reveal  j 
We  tell  with  Pleafure  what  with  Pain  we  feel, 

THENOT. 
To  trufty  Colin  I  my  Love  unfold. 
Which  to  my  Sweet-heart  dear  was  never  told, 
Lucy,  the  prettieft  Maiden  in  the  Town, 
Sweet  as  the  Nut,  tho'  as  the  Berry  brown. 
COLIN. 

Who  fpares  to  fpeak,  to  fpeed  niuft  ever  fpare  ; 
How  (hall  he  wed,  that  will  not  woo  the  Fair? 
By  timely  Vent  the  Farmer  faves  his  Hay, 
That  fmother'd  clofe  would  kindling  burn  away. 

THENOT. 
The  wifeft  Scholars  know  not  where  to  find 
Apt  Words,  well  fuiting  to  a  love-fick  Mind: 
What  Grace  (hall  Th  e  n  o  T 's  clownifli  Speech  adorn  ? 
i  hope  her  Favour,  but  I  fear  her  Scorn. 
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COLIN, 

Faint  Heart,  like  thine,  ne'er  won  a  lovely  Maid  j 
Speak  fair,  few  Damfels  but  of  Praife  are  glad: 
Defpair  not  for  a  peevifli  Word  or  Frown ; 
I'he  blackeft  Storms  are  fooneft  over-blown. 

T  H  E  N  O  T. 
Fridays  of  ev'ry  Week,  the  Proverb  fays, 
Are  ftill  the  faireft  or  the  foulefl:  Days: 
Like  Fridays^  Skies  will  far thful  Paffion  prove ; 
For  in  our  youthful  Prime,  our  Days  of  Love, 
Bleft  in  extremes,  or  in  extremes  are  curft. 
Of  all  moft  happy,  or  of  all  the  worft. 

COLIN. 

He  reaps  in  Harveft  who  in  Seed-time  fows; 
Who  flights  the  prickly  Thorn,  fhall  gain  the  Rofe 
Who  flies  Difdain,  fhould  never  Kindnefs  meet; 
Who  fhuns  the  four,  fhould  never  tafte  the  fweet. 

THENOT. 
Lm  us'd  to  toil,  nor  Labour  fhall  be  fpar'd  ; 
Rich  are  the  Wages,  tho'  the  Work  is  hard. 
To  tell  how  rich,  oh  what  fhall  The  not  fay  ;  ^ 
Sweet  is  the  rifmg,  and  the  parting  Day,  j 
The  Fruits  of  Auguji^  and  the  Flow'rs  of  May  :  J 
In  "July  Shade,  in  bleak  December  Fire, 
Eafe  in  our  Age,  and  in  our  Youth  Defire. 
COLIN. 

In  Words  like  thefe  to  her  thy  Love  impart. 
If  once  fhe  gives  an  Ear,  flie'll  give  her  Heart 
Mean  time  with  quicker  Pace  to  Bufinefs  move : 

THENOT. 
At  leail  if  Bufinefs  can  agree  with  Love. 
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I 


A  Familiar  Epijlle^  to  a  Friend. 

I Send  this  Verfe  your  Health  to  greet,^ 
Since  in  plain  Profe  we  cannot  meet> 
I  that  am  happy  here  at  Home, 
As  e'er  a  Prince  in  Chriftendom  : 
Nay  live,  and  laugh,  and  fport,  and  fing. 
As  free  and  friendlefs  as  a  King ; 
I  like  not  your  Extremes,  not  I, 
Your  Guinea  Meal,  or  Penny  Pye ; 
But  fain  a  middle  Courfe  would  fteer 
'Twixt  fine  Champaigne,  and  thin  Small-Beer 
PleasM  and  content  to  fare  fo  fo. 
Nor  coftly  nice,  nor  bafely  low : 
Pomp,  Pow'r  and  Riches  I  defpife. 
Nor  fear  to  fall,  nor  feek  to  rife. 
If  you  fufpeft  there  fcarce  can  be 
So  ftrange  a  Mortal,  come  and  fee. 

So  much  for  Me.  —  Of  You  Pd  know 
Some  News,  as  what  and  how  you  do , 
Of  Plays  and  Authors  your  Opinion, 
Of  Booth  and  Oldfield^  or  "Jujlinian : 
Who  near  you  is  confefs'd  to  be 
The  faireft  or  the  frankeft  She  : 
What  Youth  is  for  Intrigue  renown'd^ 
And  who  is  fick,  and  who  is  found; 
Who  is  and  who  almoft  is  undone ; 
And  when  you  leave  this  wicked  London^ 
Where  heedlefs  Youth  may  Bitter  meet. 
In  raflily  venturing  after  Sv^eet;, 
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Unlefs  their  Eyes  they  open  keep. 
And  look  right  well  before  they  leap : 
Tho'  fmooth  and  pleafing  is  the  Way^ 
And  full  of  Mirth,  and  full  of  Play  ; 
For,  oh,  at  School  from  Virgil  learn 
Defcenfus  facilis  Averni. 
Nothing  my  Laughter  more  can  move. 
Than  London  Beaus'  Platonick  Love  ; 
Content  w^ith  Beauty  in  Idea, 
Like  ^ixot  with  his  Dulcinea^ 
The  Puritans  can  feaft  their  Sight, 
Without  carnivorous  Appetite  ; 
Tho'  oft  the  Nofe,  or  Marten  lies. 
Is  loft  by  wand'ring  of  the  EyeSp 
So  have  I  feen  a  Beauifh  Fly, 
EnamourM  with  a  Candle,  try 
T'  approach  unhurt  the  fliining  Thing, 
And  fport  awhile,  and  buz  and  fmg; 
'Till  too  adventurous  bent  on  Game, 
Touching  he  dies  amidft  the  Flame  ; 
Tho'  not  dcfigning,  you  may  fwear. 
To  lofe  his  Life  by  playing  there : 
No  matter  what  the  Wretch  defigns^ 
He  finds  it  burns  as  well  as  fhines. 

^Tis  eafier  much  to  fhun  the  Gin, 
Than  to  efcape  when  gotten  in ; 
For  Cuftom  has  been  juftly  reckon'd 
Strong  as  firft  Nature,  tho'  a  fecond  : 
When  Fuel's  gone  ^twill  pufF  the  Fire^ 
And  rake  the  Embers  of  Defire, 
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To  prove  this  true,  a  Tale  I'll  give. 
Told  by  my  Aunt  of  Sev'nty-five. 

In  Bed  there  once  was  laid,  d'ye  fee, 
A  batter'd  Rake,  as  You  may  be  : 
I  mean,  unlefs  you  leave  the  Town, 
Whatever  you  are,  you  may  be  one  : 
His  Health,  and  Fame,  and  Fortune  fpent. 
He  thought  it  high  time  to  repent. 
Tir'd  beyond  fufF'rance  now  and  meafure. 
In  fearch  of  Pain,  which  fome  call  Pleafure, 
He  felt  all  Change  of  Air  and  Moons, 
By  Mercury  within  his  Bones ; 
With  Aches  vex'd  from  Top  to  Toe, 
Which  You  may  —  may  you  never  —  know.. 
All  forts  of  Females  he  forfwore. 
The  griping  and  the  gratis  Whore : 
None  of  Eve\  Daughters  he'd  except. 
No  more  the  keeping  than  the  kept; 
The  Devil,  who  is  always  near 
To  Younkers  of  that  Character, 
At  firft  was  put  in  fome  confufion. 
To  hear  this  virtuous  Refolution; 
But  taking  Heart,  he  chofe  t'  appear. 
And  fmiling  v/hifper'd  in  his  Ear, 
My  Lad,  I've  got  a  Beauty  for  ye, 
Will  make  you  quickly  change  your  Story ; 
A  fine-turn'd  Shape,  a  Face  that's  new. 
Known  but  at  moft  by  One  or  Two, 
I  care  not  what  fhe  is,  quoth  He, 
I'm  fure  I'll  never  make  up  Three, 
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So  faid.  He  groan'd  and  turn'd  his  Back  : 
Quoth  the  Old  Gentleman  in  Black, 
Like  Snow  her  Skin  is  to  behold. 
As  white,  as  foft,  but  not  fo  cold  : 
A  Breath  as  fragrant  as  the  Rofe, 
Come,  let  me  help  you  to  your  Clothes : 
A  Wit  that  Age  itfelf  would  whet. 
And  ftarry  Eyes  as  Black  as  Jet. 
Black  Eyes  d'ye  fay  ?  then  hold  your  Prating, 
And  reach  my  Doublet  there,  fweet  Satan  ! 


T!o  a  Phyficiany  on  his  Marriage. 
I. 

DEar  Doctor,  let  me  wifh  you  Joy, 
If  'tis  not  palt  the  v/ifhing  Seafon  i 
Let  me,  as  Poets  ufe,  employ 

A  httle  Rhime,  and  little  Reafon. 

ir. 

No  Jokes  on  Human  Nature  fear, 

'Tis  fit  I  to  Phyficians  leave  her. 
Who  from  an  Ague  can  fet  clear. 

Or  know  the  Symptoms  of  a  Fever, 

III. 

Forgive  me,  if  too  fond  of  Rule, 

I  learn  the  Habit  of  advifing  ; 
I  (hall  but  briefly  play  the  Fool, 

In  wifhing  or  in  moralizing. 
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IV. 

All  Strife  for  Empire  be  abhor'd. 
Which  often  Nuptial  Quiet  vexes  ; 

Tho'  you  by  Right* Divine  are  Lord, 
Yet  Souls  no  Difference  know  of  Sexes. 
V, 

Your  Griefs  and  Pleafures  let  Her  fhare, 
Deferv'dly  your  Efteem  pofTeffing, 

To  blunt  the  Smart  of  ev'ry  Care, 
And  raife  the  Sweet  of  ev'ry  Bleffing, 
VI. 

Nor  Joy,  nor  Jar  be  heard  or  feen. 
Nor  Umpire,  nor  Speftator  needing : 

Soon  as  a  Third  crept  in  between. 
Remember  Adam  loft  his  Eden. 

VIL 

May  rolling  Years,  that  Strength  impair. 
Cement  your  Friendftiip  ftill  the  ftronger  ^ 

O  !  may  her  Mind  appear  moft  Fair, 
Then,  when  her  Face  is  fair  no  longer, 
VIII. 

Safe  may  you  reft  through  Life's  Decline, 
From  Pain  acute  and  great  Difafter  ; 

While  Children,  as  they  grow,  combine 
To  draw  your  True-Love- Knot  the  fafter 
IX. 

^Till  He,  whofe  univerfal  Dart 

The  Learn'd  and  Fair  muft  fufFer  under. 
Your  True-Love-Knot  alone  fliall  part. 

Who  parts  the  Knot  of  Life  afunder. 
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To  the  M  E  M  o  R  Y  of 
The  Reverend  Dr.  SOUTH. 

HAIL  venerable  South  !  be  Honour  paid 
The'  late,  yet  lafting,  to  thy  awful  Shade  ! 
Unbrib'd,  unafk'd,  I  offer  willing  Lays, 
Carelefs  alike  of  Cenfure  and  of  Praife ; 
Nor,  didft  Thou  yet  on  Earth  adorn  the  Gczvn, 
Would  court  thy  Favour,  or  would  fear  thy  Frown. 

Thy  Conduct  uniform,  and  Life  fincere, 
By  Hope  not  bUnded,  nor  deprefs'd  by  Fear, 
Before  our  Eyes  divine  Religion  brought. 
Thy  Life  prcfenting  what  thy  Doctrine  taught; 
The  wild  Perverfenefs  curb'd  of  Flefli  and  Blood, 
Againft  the  Bent  of  Temper  ftrongly  good. 
So  Socrates^  if  Pagans  rightly  fay. 
Moulded  by  Culture  his  reluctant  Clay; 
Virtue  embrac'd,  tho'  prone  to  ev'ry  Vice, 
With  all  Materials  of  a  Fool  was  wife. 

Vaft  Stores  of  Learning  deep  adorn'd  thy  Mind, 
And  bounteous  Nature  equal  Treafures  join'd  ; 
Whatever  by  Antient  Greece  or  Rome  was  known. 
The  Fathers^  and  the  Schoolmen^  v/ere  thy  own  ^ 
Nor  Libertines  could  Pleafure  dearer  hold, 
Th'  Ambitious  Greatnefs,  or  the  Mifer  Gold. 
Nor  lett'fl:  Thou  unimprov'd  thy  Riches  lie, 
Ardent  to  gain,  and  ftudious  to  apply ; 
Whether  thy  Stile  would  light  us  or  would  warm, 
Inltruct  with  Reafon,  or  with  Fancy  charm  5 

Or 
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Or  lafh  with  Scorpions  fome  enormous  Crime, 
Or  reach  the  utmoft  Height  of  true  Sublime  ; 
To  ftate  the  Right,  and  to  refute  the  Wrong, 
Diftin£lly  clear,  indiffolubly  ftrong. 

Some  all  their  Anger  pour  on  Rome  alone. 
Plant  all  their  Batteries  at  the  Papal  Throne  \ 
In  Se(Sls  of  Deifts  they  no  Harm  can  fee. 
All  Danger  is  compris'd  in  Popery  5 
While  others  freely  Schifmaticks  will  blame. 
The  Zeal  of  ScotSy  or  Sefts  of  Amjierdam  ; 
Forgetting  Rome^  fo  plain  in  Scripture  fhown. 
That  Bellarmlne  confefsM  Her  Babylon. 
Not  thus,  O  Southy  thy  well-weigh'd  Cenfures  flewj 
Severe  as  Fate,  but  as  impartial  too. 
The  Sentence  paft  where-e'er  the  Guilt  had  been. 
Certain  as  Death  is  the  Reward  of  Sin. 
Not  only  Rebel  Saintfliip  felt  thy  Wit, 
The  fly  precife  cenforious  Hypocrite, 
But  courtly  Revellers,  who  loft  in  Senfe 
Abus'd  the  kindeft  Smiles  of  Providence  : 
A  juft  Regard  thy  equal  Judgement  fhow'd 
To  Heaven  and  Earth,  to  C^efar  and  to  God. 
True  to  thy  Monarch's  Crown  in  blackeft  Times^ 
But  never  flattering  to  difguife  his  Crimes : 
Nay,  carelefs  of  the  Storm  thy  Words  might  move-^ 
Quick  to  difcern,  and  faithful  to  reprove. 
O  might  the  Kings  of  each  ijluftrious  Line 
Enjoy  the  Counfels  of  a  Soul,  like  Thine  \  • 

Thy  rigid  Honefty  could  ne'er  defcend 
Socinus  and  his  Followers  to  commend. 

Or 
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Or  yield  up  Points  their  Favour  to  engage, 

Tranfcribing  Epifcopius  by  the  page  : 

Nor  Zeal  for  Truth  in  Hereticks  could  fee. 

Nor  Candour  v/ell-befeeming  Charity  \ 

Since  all  their  Books  with  impious  Lies  are  ftrow'd. 

With  vile  Blafphemings  of  the  Chrifiians'  God  ; 

Taunts  worfe  than  Julianas  far,  too  foul  to  name. 

And  only  fit  for  Hell,  from  w^hence  they  came. 

A  pert,  felf- taught,  felf-pleafing  Author  rofe, 
Our  Faith  by  vi^eak  -Defenfes  to  expofe  ; 
CondemnM  the  Language  us'd  by  Chriftians  all. 
From  flighted  Schoolmen  to  th*  Apoftle  Paul  3 
Againft  hard  Words  would  new-coin'd  Terms  ad- 
(For  Greek  is  always  hard  to  Ignorance ;)  [vance. 
Of  Myfteries  the  Manner  would  exprefs. 
And  Three  are  One  by  Mutual- Confcioufiiefs  : 
Thou,  Souths  ftood'ftup  a  learn'd  and  found  Divine,. 
Thy  Reas'ning  nervous,  as  thy  Wit  was  fine ; 
Through  his  poor  Sides  a  Blow  at  Locke  doft  deal, 
A  Wound  which  all  Mankind  can  never  heal. 
Effay  your  ftrength,  ye  Sophifts,  and  objedl. 

No  Caufe  arifes  from  its  own  EfFedt." 
This  fingle  Stroke  for  ever  fets  us  free. 
Both  from  Self-confcious  and  Identity. 

But  does  not  Spleen,  on  Sport  untimely  bent. 
To  vent  its  Jeft  negledl  its  Argument? 
No  !  folid  Strength  firft  meets  the  Reader's  Eye  i 
Deep's  the  Foundation,  as  the  Building's  high. 
Thy  Reafons  ftand  unfiiook,  and  ftill  prevail. 
They  ne'er  have  fail'd  us,  and  can  never  fail. 

Whence 
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Whence  wifely  fome  thy  Arguments  repeat. 
Thy  Senfe  remember,  tho'  thy  Name  forget. 
Sharp  was  the  Sting  \  But  oft  was  caft  at  Thee 
The  bafeft  Dirt,  the  worfl:  Scurrility  : 
Foes  on  thy  Fame  their  utmoft  Malice  ftied. 
Full  Venom  of  the  Heart,  tho'  not  the  Head. 
Whence  comes  it  thy  Reproofs  as  yet  furvive| 
Still  live  thy  Satirs  and  will  ever  liv^e ; 
While  Their's  to  dark  Oblivion  foon  were  thrown: 
Thy  Raileries  had  Wit,  but  Their's  had  none. 
Nor  (hall  my  honeft  Pen  attempt  to  draw 
A  faultlefs  Monfter  that  the  World  ne'er  faw,'* 
Great  as  Thou  wert,  this  Error  I  muft  own, 
The  more  confpicuous  fince  'twas  Thine  alone  j 
Thy  greateft  Fault  from  too  much  Wit  arofe. 
Not  Satan'^  felf  could  charge  it  on  thy  Foes: 
Sometimes  too  bright  the  flaftiing  Luftre  flies. 
For  Light  is  always  Pain  to  Owiifti  Eyes. 
Thrice  happy  for  Britannia's  Church  'tv/ould  be. 
If  half  her  Champions  could  offend  like  Thee. 

Yet  not  in  Life  was  equal  Rigour  feen. 
Thy  Fleart  was  tender,  tho'  thy  Words  were  keen. 
Whene'er  the  Poor  beneath  Affli6lion  bent. 
Thou  gav'ft  them,  not  a  Stone  or  Compliment; 
Preventing  modeft  Worth's  half-fpoke  Defire, 
Wife  to  difpenfe,  unwearied  to  enquire.  ^ 
While  the  fmooth  Courtier  lets  his  Cenfure  fall 
On  want  of  Charity,  and  Height  of  Gall, 
Thy  Bounty  unexhaufted  flow'd  around. 
And  for  his  Six-Pence  durft  beftow  a  Pound. 

Eack 
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Each  fond  of  Good,  but  in  a  difF'rent  Way  ; 
Thy  Faflaion  was  to  do^  and  His  to  fay. 

O  had'ft  Thou  liv'd  their  Infolence  t'  oppofe. 
When  late  our  modifli  modern  Avians  rofe  ! 
Who  Infinite  as  God  make  Space  and  Time, 
And  idly  feign  a  Prior  to  the  Prime : 
Foes  to  the  SchoolnurC^  Cobwebs  in  pretence, 
Without  their  Learning,  and  without  their  Senfe.  • 
Yet  from  that  Fount  their  boafted  Noftrums  came,  • 
They  weed  the  very  Authors  which  they  blame  j 
Or  dip  at  random,  and  the  Errors  glean. 
Or  fcorn  unopen'd,  and  reje£t  unfeen. 
Hence  ev'ry  callow  Fopling  joins  the  Cry, 
And  rallies  at  Scholaftick  Nicety. 
Can  that  unmeaning  Creature  find  a  Blot 
In  Tom  of  Aquin^  or  in  fubtle  Scot  ? 
All  Latin  barbarous  He  alike  muft  fee. 
He  knows  no  more  of  ^id  than  ^iddlty. 
Grave  Anti-Sages  fend  their  lengthened  Sight, 
To  view  the  Starry  Orbs,  thofe  Worlds  of  Light; 
Then  caft  on  Earth  their  Philofophick  Eye, 

Should  God  for  fuch  a  Speck  defcend  to  die?'* 
O  wondrous  Proof  of  Mathematick  Senfe, 
By  Size  and  Bulk  to  meafure  Excellence  ! 
Is  each  minuteft  Atom  nobler  far 
Than  Worlds  of  unextended  Spirit  are  ? 
The  Hill  more  precious  than  th'  included  Veins  ? 
And  Space  more  worth  than  all  that  it  contains? 

To  fee  in  Silence  drop'd  thy  glorious  Name, 
Or  flightly  mention'd  with  diminilh'd  Fame, 

Pro- 
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Provokes,  O  South,  this  Indignation  ftiown, 
Tho'  not  fo  great,  as  honeft  as  thy  own. 
Well-fhown,  if  One,  but  One,  with  greater  heed 
Thy  Steps  fhould  follov/,  and  thy  Works  ftiould  read. 
Long  may  thy  Mother-Church  enjoy  thy  Pains, 
Long  as  the  Athanafian  Mound  remains ; 
Thy  Sermons  Light  to  wond'ring  Britain  give, 
^While  Gofpel  Faith  and  Human  Reafon  live; 
Thy  Name,  ^till  Time  expires,  be  precious  known 
To  all  th'  Adorers  of  the  Great  Three- One-. ! 


^0  a  Young  Lady,  on  her  Birth-Day, 

heing  the  Firjl  of  April. 

J. 

LET  Others  write  for  By-Defigns, 
I  feek  fome  Moral  in  my  Lines, 
Which  whofoever  reads  muft  bear. 
Or  Great,  or  Learn'd,  or  Young,  or  Fair. 
Permit  me  then,  with  friendly  Lay, 
To  moralize  Your  Jpril  Day. 

IL 

ChequerM  Your  native  Month  appears. 
With  funny  Gleams  and  cloudy  Tears ; 
'Tis  thus  the  World  our  Truft  beguiles. 
Its  Frowns  as  tranfient  as  its  Smiles ; 
Nor  Pain  nor  Pleafure  long  will  ftay,  , 
For  Life  is  but  an  Jpril  Day. 

IIL 
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IIL 

Health  will  not  always  laft  in  Bloom, 

But  Age  or  Sicknefs  furely  come ; 

Are  Friends  belov'd  ?  why  Fate  muft  feize 

Or  Thefe  from  You,  or  You  from  Thefe: 

Forget  not  Earneft  in  your  Play, 

For  Youth  is  but  an  Jpril  Day. 

IV, 

When  Piety  and  Fortune  move 
Your  Heart  to  try  the  Bands  of  Love, 
As  far  as  Duty  gives  you  pow'r, 
Guiltlefs  enjoy  the  prefent  Hour ; 

Gather  your  Rofe-buds  while  you  may^" 
For  Love  is  but  an  April  Day. 

V, 

What  Clouds  foe'er  without  are  feen. 
Oh,  may  they  never  reach  within  ! 
But  Virtue's  ftronger  Fetters  bind 
The  ftrongeft  Tempefl:  of  the  Mind  : 
Calm  may  you  fhoot  your  fetting  Ray, 
And  Sunlhine  end  your  Jpr'il  Day. 


Epigram^  from  the  Greek. 

NO  Colours  laid  by  Pencil  on 
Can  match  her  Eye,  her  Skin,  her  Hair  ; 
Who  paints  the  Splendor  of  the  Sun, 
Alay  paint  the  Splendor  of  the  Fair* 


A 
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A  PINDARICK  ODE 
TO  THE 

Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 

WRITTEN 

Soon  after  the  Lady  Margaret  Harley  was 
Recovered  from  a  Fever. 

I. 

WHEN  Cowley  to  his  native  Iflc 
Imported  the  Dirccean  Song, 
And  high  as  Pindar  rais'd  his  Stile, 
As  bold  anc^  fpirited  and  ftrong. 
The  Judging  Few  the  Strain  admire 
Unheard  before  in  modern  Lands, 
And  Ignorance  condemns  the  Lyre 
Which  only  Learning  underftands. 
II. 

Not  quite  compleat  the  Poet  rofc. 

Inferior  in  his  Numbers  ftill ; 
Rugged  the  rapid  Torrent  flows. 

By  nothing  limited  but  Will. 
Th'  audacious  Verfe  no  Fetters  bind, 
But  wild  as  Air  and  unconfin'd,  5 
He  leaves  the  Theban  Swan  behind,  J 
H  III 
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III. 

Sacred  to  Devil- Gods  the  Sports 
That  claim'd  the  Grecian  Lays; 

The  Briton  truer  Virtue  courts, 
Yet,  ah !  his  Lyrick  Praife 

We  find  unworthy  Objects  fliare. 

We  meet  Aflaffin  Brutus  there. 

I. 

No  fmiling  Murderer  be  here. 

By  whom  the  better  Tyrant  dies, 
But  Faith  and  Conftancy  appear. 

And  Harley^s  envied  Virtue  rife. 
What  Time  ungrateful  Party  ftrove 

T'  infult  the  Duft  of  Jnna  dead ; 
And  Thunder  of  an  earthly  Jove 

Was  pointed  at  his  fearlefs  Head : 
II. 

His  Country's  Love  no  Foes  reprefs. 

No  Co-far  threat'ning  from  afar. 
More  nobly  valiant  in  his  Peace, 

Than  braveft  Veterans  in  their  War. 
Steady  he  fteers  the  Commonweal, 

Tho'  S  ;f  s  Rage  ordain'd  to  feel. 

And  Fury  of  a  GuifcarcV^  Steel. 

III. 

Imperial  Wrath  intenfely  burn. 

And  angr)'  Senates  low'r  ; 
And  mean-fouPd  Faction  Merit  fpurn 

With  Infolence  of  Pow'r. 
So  Providence  with  gracious  Care 
Rewards  an  Oxford  by  his  Heir. 
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I. 

Hail,  heav'n-born  Piety !  unknown 

Where  mad  Ambition  taints  the  Mind : 
The  Son  ufurps  his  Father's  Throne ; 

The  Father,  by  Refentment  blind. 
To  Death  or  Bonds  his  Son  configns  ; 

Both  loudly  pleading  Publick  Good  : 
And  oft  th'  unbaptiz'd  Sultan  (hines 

In  Purple  of  his  Kindred  Blood. 

II. 

Not  Kingdoms,  from  a  Sire  obtain'd. 

Can  filial  Jealoufy  remove; 
See  Savoy  by  his  Son  enchain'd, 

Depos'd  from  Liberty  and  Love, 
Nor  need  we  roam  fo  far  to  fee 
Gay  guilty  glitt'ring  Great  Ones  free 
From  Nature  and  from  Piety. 

III. 

Where  Love  the  Balm  of  Life  we  mxis^ 

What  Station  can  be  bleft  ? 
Nor  higheft  Pomp  affords  us  Blifs, 

Nor  fofteft  Pillov/s  Reft. 
If  Love  Domeftick  fmiles  not  there, 
How  poor  the  Garter  and  the  Star ! 

L 

Unmingled  Pleafure,  whence  there  fprings 
No  Evil,  Fate  forbids  below  ; 

Difeafes  fruitful  Autumn  brings. 
Fevers  in  faireft  Sunfhine  glow : 

H  2 
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The  darling  OiFspring  finks  beneath 

A  Fire  wide- wafting  through  the  Veins  ^ 
And  Terrors  of  a  Daughter's  Death 

Make  happieft  Parents  fufFer  Pains. 

11. 

Its  Anguifli  either  Breaft  conceaPd, 
Proportioned  as  the  Fever  grows, 

Throbb'd  as  the  vital  Current  fwell'd. 
And  panted  as  the  Pulfes  rofe. 

Untented  filent-wounding  Smart, 

Mead^  who  from  Death  can  wrench  the  Dart, 

Could  ne'er  yet  reach  it  by  his  Art. 

III. 

May  each,  the  dreaded  Danger  paft. 

Grateful  their  Hours  employ. 
To  welcome  coming  Good,  and  tafte 

Viciffitude  of  Joy  : 
Joy,  that  may  long  as  Life  remain. 
And  great  as  their  forgotten  Pain. 


"Epigram^  from  the  Greek. 

THefe  Cups  by  Pifo  to  his  Friends  were  giv'n, 
Whofe  Round  prefents  the  concave  Vault  of 
Heav'n  \ 

On  this  half  Globe  the  Northern  Stars  appear, 
Engraved  on  that  the  Southern  Hemifphere. 
Drink  deep ;  all  Heav'n  you'll  at  the  Bottom  fee  : 
Who  would  not  wifh  to  learn  Aftronomy.'^ 

The 
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The  BOND  S--M  EN:  A  Satyr. 

Occafioned  hy  a  Report^  that  fome  Perfons  had 
enter  d  into  Bonds  not  to  fuhjcrihe  for  Books. 

Portia,  '  Tivere  good  you  do  fo  much  for  Charity . 
Shy  LOCK.  I  cannot  find  it^  'its  not  in  the  Bond, 

Jew  of  Venice. 

I Sing  the  Men,  who  with  Subscription  figlit. 
And  Mercy  in  one  inftance  baniih  quite  ; 
Who  legal  Bonds,  as  Fame  reports,  have  fign'd. 
For  fear  to  Wit  in  Want  they  fhould  be  kind  : 
Thofe  who  with  confcious  Prudence  Writing  hate. 
The  Coxcomb  rattling  with  unmeaning  Prate, 
The  modifh  Ignorant,  to  Learning  Foe, 
The  odious  Mifer,  and  the  whiffling  Beau. 
Oh  that  my  Verfe  fo  nobly  might  fucceed, 
At  leaft  with  thofe  Engagers  who  can  read,  L 
To  make  them  cancel  their  inglorious  Deed  !  3 

O  OXFORD  !  human,  gen'rous,  and  fincere  3 
flumble,  not  bafe,  and  ftedfaft,  not  fevere  ; 
A  while  with  no  unwilling  Ear  attend. 
Thou  poor  Man's  Patron,  and  Thou  good  Man's 
In  Love  of  Letters  truly  Oxford's  Heir,     [Friend  ! 
Whofe  Fame  to  future  Times  fliall  flourifli  fair. 
While  Prior's  Wit  in  Poetry  fhall  fliine. 
And  Grabe  fhall  be  remember'd  a  Divine, 
The  brighteft  Good  ftill  brighter  meets  our  Eyes, 
When  heighten'd  by  the  Shade  of  Contraries. 

H  3  So 
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So  Cav'ndifn^  Raleigh^  Drake^  Iberia'^  Dread, 
Seem  yet  more  glorious  when  we  view  S'—h—d. 
So  when  we  Non-fubfcribing  Bonds-men  blame. 
E'en  Harley  rifes  into  greater  Fame. 

Firft  let  his  Face  the  paltry  Mifer  ftiow, 
Moft  to  himfelf,  tho'  much  to  all  a  Foe, 
Harden'd  as  Goalers,  fcorning  to  relent, 
Almofl:  as  lying  Statefmen  impudent. 
How  truly  Wretches  they  !  whom  none  can  move 
To  follow  Duty,  Dignity,  and  Love. 
Muft  they  receive  ?  then  Precedent  is  right. 
Then  nothing  jufter  feems  than  Perquifite: 
Muft  they  difburfe  ?  they  then  defire  to  ftay. 
And  want  an  A61  of  Parliament —  to  pay  : 
All  Learning  and  all  Reading  they  abhor. 
Save  Debtor  and  per  contra  Creditor. 
Shall  Wights  like  thefe,  forfooth,  in  Bonds  engage. 
To  cure  the  vaft  Profufion  of  the  Age  ? 
No  need  of  Bonds  ;  in  what  unguarded  Mood 
Did  ever  Griper  deviate  into  Good  ? 
If  fuch  turn  bounteous,  as  the  Vulgar  fay. 
The  King  fnall  know  it,  nay  the  King  ftiall  pay  : 
I'll  ftand  engag'd  the  Sum  fliall  ne'er  be  mift. 
Shall  prove  no  Burthen  to  the  Civil-Lift. 
Thefe  thwart  each  great,  each  chargeable  Defign. 
Hear  them  thas  pleading  for  their  Idol  Coin  : 
T  think  a  free-born  Briton  fhould  prevent 
This  Tax,  without  an  A£t  of  Parliament] 
Befides,  'tis  fquandring  upon  Fools  our  Store, 
For  Men  of  real  Wit  are  never  poor  5 

Not 
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Not  that  a  Guinea  I  fliould  grudge  or  two. 
But  I  muft  forfeit  Hundreds,  if  I  do. 
Denial  flat  might  inward  Thrift  difclofe. 
But  Writings  who  can  blame,  or  can  oppofe  ? 
So  Shylock  old,  by  Love  of  Lucre  fteel'd. 
Pleaded  the  Bond  by  rafli  Antonio  feal'd  y 
Nor  Pray'rs  nor  Tears  his  fix'd  Refoive  could  move, 
He  had  an  Oath,  a  facred  Oath  above : 
All  by-regards  he  to  his  Vow  poftpon'd, 
He  faw  no  Dram  of  Mercy  in  his  Bond. 
If  once  the  World  a  Counter-Bond  had  fign'd 
To  treat  thefe  cautious  Niggards  in  their  Kind, 
No  Breath  'till  Verdift  paft,  they  then  could  draw. 
Nor  tafte  one  Morfel  'till  'its  judged  by  Law. 
Stich  like  for  like  might  teach  them  tg  recant 
To  pity,  rather  than  to  fall  by  Want. 
Like  Shylock  trapp'd,  no  more  of  Writings  fond. 
When  doom'd  to  meerly  Juflice  and  a  Bond, 

But  now  my  Song  defcend  a  little  lower. 
From  the  poor  Hoarder  to  the  Spender  poor ; 
Who  ne'er  is  full,  but  often  overflows. 
Who  fcarce  his  Rent- Roll  or  his  Income  knov/s, 
And  minds  not  how  it  comes,  and  marks  not  when 
A  Spirit  free,  by  Rank  fuperior  taught        goes  j 
To  fcorn  mechanick  Drudgery  of  Thought ; 
Subfcribing  Sums  his  Silken  Purfe  would  drain, 
Which  fcarce  his  own  Expences  can  maintain. 
Perhaps  a  Debt  of  Honour  muft  be  paid. 
Perhaps  a  frefh  Demand  was  lately  made. 
For  four-legg'd  Racer,  or  for  two  legg'd  Jade. 

H  4  For 
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For  Pleafure  freely  Charges  he  allov/s. 

But  ^tis  no  Pleafure  Learning  to  efpoufe; 

To  call  forth  Worth  which  elfe  had  never  flione, 

Unfeen  and  ufelefs  as  the  Mine  unknown : 

Howe'er  his  Soul  to  fquander  may  incline, 

Subfcription  ftill  he  waves  for  want  of  Coin  : 

Authors,  believe  him,  tho'  he  fwears  'tis  fo  5 

If  Gold  you  look  for,  to  the  Steward  go. 

So  when  a  Peace  exhaufts  the  Publick  Store, 

And  our  Imperial  Diadem  is  poor. 

When  needy  Swarms  for  Alms  or  Penfions  call, 

^Tis  vain,  'tis  endlefs  to  regard  them  all : 

Odds-fifh,  quoth  merry  Charles^  no  Gold  have  I ! 

With  more  Succefs,  my  Friends,  if  you'd  apply,  f 

Neglect  the  King,  and  court  the  Miniftry.  J 

But  why  muft  Bonds  be  fign'd,  to  let  us  know 
That  Men  whofe  Rents  are  high,  have  Pockets  low? 
Methinks  fuch  Obligations  they  might  fpare. 
But  Beggars  building  Churches  will  forfv/ear  j 
Tho'  ftili  fome  Reputation  it  may  bring, 
T'  appear  for  once  to  do  a  thrifty  Thing, 
One  Inftance  of  their  Prudence  plain  we  viev/, 
Witnefs'd  and  ftamip'd,  it  therefore  muft  be  true. 
Since  ne'er  before  they  aim'd  at  feeming  Wife, 
I'll  here  difmifs  them  'till  they  feem  fo  twice. 

The  confcious  Guilty  next  Difcretion  fliow. 
As  Foes  to  Printing,  Printing  is  their  Foe ; 
Who  gladly  would  reftrain  the  wicked  Prefs, 
But  whom  can  Caution  truft  with  Licences? 

Not 
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Not  that  they  any  mighty  Harm  can  fee, 
Provided  private  Charafters  v^ere  free,  V 
In  Herefy  barefac'd,  or  fhocking  Blafphemy.  3 
If  faucy  Pens  the  mortal  Gods  vv^ould  fpare. 
Of  Heav'n  above  let  Heav'n  above  take  care  : 
Thefe  Dread  each  flight  Remark,  each  diftant  Hint, 
It  looks  fo  like  a  Truth  v^^hen  'tis  in  Print: 
Befides,  a  Secret  told  to  Friends  alone. 
Thus  in  an  Inftant  through  the  World  is  blown  : 
For  tell-tale  Books  malicioufly  difplay 
The  Deeds  of  Darknefs  in  the  Noon  of  Day  j 
To  future  Times  make  Infamy  defcend. 
The  bafe  betraying  of  the  trufting  Friend  ; 
The  black  Defigns  in  various  Forms  purfu'd. 
The  Whifper  treacherous  and  the  Whifper  lewd ; 
The  Spite  that  tries  to  blaft  the  faireft  Bays, 
The  Envy  pois'ning  with  malignant  Praife. 
But  hold  ;  what  Length  of  Time,  or  Length  of  Verfc, 
The  Reafons  of  their  Hatred  can  rehearfe  ? 
Their  numerous  Crimes  I  might  recount  as  well,  -j 
Or  Tricks  of  Courts,  or  Bribes  of  villains  tell,  > 
Or  Thoufandsftarving  when  the  South- fca  fell.  J 
Whatever  the  open,  the  avow'd  Pretence, 
Thefe  hate  all  Authors  out  of  Self-defence. 
The  Cafe  in  fpite  of  their  Referve  is  plain, 
For  who  delights  in  Works  that  give  him  Pain? 
As  eafy  might  the  modifl-i  Debauchee 
Rejoice  in  Pills  and  doat  on  Mercury  : 
But  Dogs,  the  Proverb  fays,  by  cruel  Fate 
Hang'd  on  a  Crab-tree,  will  the  Verjuice  hate. 

H  5  So 
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So  when  a  bufy  Wretch  avoids  Refort, 
And  changes  City  Noife  for  Country  Sport ; 
Whofe  Honour  cannot  'fcape  Satirick  Lays, 
Nor  whole  Revenue  buy  a  Page  of  Praife, 
Each  flill-born  Pamphlet  he  defires  to  fee. 
But  always  adds,  Excepting  Poetry, 

But  Authors  Their  Subfcription  may  enfure. 
Who  buy  up  Books  by  v/ay  of  Furniture, 
No  !  thefe  impatient  of  forefeen  Delays, 
TTheir  inftantaneous  Libraries  muft  raife  : 
Thefe  heed  not  Learning,  and  defire  not  Wit, 
Be  the  Walls  meafur'd,  and  the  Pannels  fit : 
What  Clafs  may  beft  the  curious  Eye  aniufe, 
They  leave  the  w^ifer  Bookfeller  to  chufe  : 
Secure  in  him  they  value  not  the  Charge, 
How  wide  the  Margin,  and  the  Print  how  large. 
Their  Bulk  aloft  Gigantick  Tatlers  foow, 
SpeSfators  into  fixteen  Volumes  grov/. 
Tome  after  Tome,  the  Titles  gilded,  flare, 
And  wire-drawn  Congreve's  three  Oftavo's  glare : 
Ev'n  puny  Twelves  fwell  to  enormous  Height, 
And  Shake/pear's  monftrous  Qi^iarto's  glut  the  Sight, 
Like  fabled  Tityus  ftretch'd  the  PoET  lies. 
Enough  to  cover  Acres  with  his  Size. 
But  thus  no  Patronage  of  Senfe  is  (liow'd. 
They  run  no  fmalleft  Rifque  of  doing  Good: 
Well  pleas'd  a  T—n  ftiould  their  Bounty  feel. 
Who  not  a  Groat  to  needy  Wit  would  deal. 
Would  flight  an  Addifon^  and  ftarve  a  Steele. 

The  courtly  Pratler  muft  not  want  a  Place, 

Or  the  Pedantick  Foe  to  Pedants  pafs, 

Who 
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Who  hold  that  Scholars  muft  of  courfe  be  Fools, 
And  hate  all  Univerfities  and  Schools  ; 
For  wife  without  it,  they  Inftru£tion  flight. 
And  curfe  the  Vulgar,  if  they  read  and  write. 
Since  Writing  therefore  is  fo  like  a  Clerk, 
They  fhould  not  fign  their  Name  but  fet  their  Mark 
To  Fame  by  Not  Subfcribing  they  afpire  : 
What  Breaft  fo  mean  that  Glory  cannot  fire  ! 
And  if  by  this  Renown  they  can  obtain. 
What  Path  fo  mean  that  will  not  Glory  gain  \ 
Let  Others  turn  their  ufelefs  Volumes  o'er, 
^Vith  idle  Pains  and  Midnight  Study  poor  ; 
Let  Others  tempt  their  Fate,  and  rafhly  dare 
TheWatches,Marches,  Wants,  and  Wounds  of  War  : 
Let  others  wand 'ring  traverfe  Nature  round, 
Thefe  by  meer  figning  are  at  once  renown'd  : 
'Tis  glorious  to  prevent  from  feeing  Light, 
The  Books  which  they  might  fpell,  but  never  write  : 
To  pour  on  witty  Want  perpetual  Scorn, 
And  murder  Authors,  v/ho  are  vet  unborn. 
So,  when  a  Wretch  defires  a  lafting  Name, 
Inverted  Glory  and  difgraceful  Fame, 
He  bids  th'  EphefMn  Virgin's  Temple  blaze  ] 
'Tis  eafy  to  deftroy,  but  hard  to  raifc; 
Down  finks  the  Wealth  of  Kings,  all  Afia'^  Boaft, 
The  Work  of  Ages  in  a  Night  is  loft. 

The  gentle  Beau  of  fpite  I  muft  acquit. 
His  Heart  of  Malice  void,  as  Head  of  Vv^it. 
But  one  or  two  of  real  Worth  have  Sign'd, 
And  Precedent  quite  fways  his  little  Mind. 

H  6  Per- 
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Perhaps  he  joins  the  Bond,  from  Meaning  free, 

Meerly  becaufe  he  hkes  the  Company  j 

To  fhow  his  Ring  fo  fine,  or  Hand  fo  white. 

Or  prove  how  like  a  Scholar  he  can  write  i 

Or  for  a  Jeft  fets  down  his  Name  beneath, 

And  laughs  to  fhow  his  Humour  and  his  Teeth : 

But  thinks  not  friendlefs  Worth  for  this  may  figh. 

And  that  'tis  hard  to  laugh^  while  others  cry. 

So  Boys  unlucky  near  a  River's  Side, 

Throw  Stones  at  Frogs  that  o'er  the  Surface  glide, 

'Till  thus  a  Moral  Frog  is  beard  to  fay. 

And  gravely  reprimand  their  cruel  Play  ; 

Children  forbear,  nor  hurt  the  Guiltlefs  thus ; 

To  You  'tis  Paftime,  but  'tis  Death  to  Us. 

If  gen'ral  Ground  thefe  paltry  Bonds  had  gain'd. 
What  Lofs  the  World  of  Learning  had  fuftain'd ! 
What  Studies  then  had  funk  in  endlefs  Night  ! 
Mattaire\  long  Labours  ne'er  had  rofe  to  fight, 
ObHvion's  Veil  might  Chifmirs  Travels  hide. 
And  even  Jfia^s  Ruins  might  have  dy'd. 
Had  thus  our  Fathers  thought,  Mankind  had  loft 
A  Work  as  noble  as  the  Realm  can  bcaft  ; 
When  Loyalifts  by  CromwelPs  bloody  Hand 
Profcrib'd,  fequefter'd,  decimated  ftand  ; 
Th'  Heroick  SufF'rers  dauntlefs  Courage  fliow'd. 
Printed  the  Sacred  Oracles  of  God  \ 
Preferv'd  the  Streams  which  from  that  Fountain  run. 
Pure  from  the  rifing  to  the  fetting  Sun  : 
A  Labour  Europe  emulates  in  vain. 
Which  Lewis  faw  not  in  his  pompous  Reign, 
Nor  Ximenes  with  all  the  Wealth  of  Spaitu 

By 
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By  kind  Subscription  help'd,  it  rofe  fecure, 
Long,  as  the  World  'twas  made  for,  to  endure. 

But  left  like  that  mad  Judge  we  ftiould  decide. 
Who  hang'd  the  Culprit  firft,  and  after  try'd. 
In  even  Balance  be  their  Reafons  weigh'd  ; 
^^Subscriptions  are  of  late  become  a  Trade/* 
Muft  we  for  this  our  Bounty  difavow? 
And  muft  all  Trading  be  difcourag'd  now? 

The  beft  are  oft  attended  with  Delay.'* 
Sometimes  the  Work  the  Waiting  will  repay; 
Sometimes  'tis  caus'd  by  want  of  f'riends  alone, 
A  Fault  indeed  there  is,  but  is  your  own. 
Some  promife  what  ne'er  was,  and  ne'er  will  be. 
Without  the  Tongues  all  Sciences  they  fee. 
And  read  Sir  Ifaac  without  Geometry. 
But  if  you  credit  broad  apparent  Lies, 
Blame  not  the  Objeft,  but  condemn  your  Eyes^ 

You  fear  left  Catalogues  in  proud  Array  [play. 

Your  Rank  ftiould  blazon,  and  your  Wealth  dif- 
None  worth  Regard  will  print  without  Confent; 
Yet  this  no  mortal  Prudence  can  prevent. 
If  fcrubby  pencelefs  Rafcals,  dull  and  ftout. 
With  Heads  of  Lead  within,  and  Brafs  without. 
Can  fill  a  Lift,  to  ferve  their  ftiamelefs  Ends, 
With  Men  ne'er  fpoke  to  by  themfelves  or  Friends, 
Then  Second  Payments  afk ;  in  vain  you  ftare. 
Since  tho'  you  pay  not,  ftill  your  Name  is  there, 
"  Some  gravely  promife  what  they  ne'er  intend. 

While  others  Party-Rage  and  Vice  defend  : 

Shall 
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Shall  Madmen's  Blafphemies  my  Gold  command 

Or  Hurlothrumha  wxtik.  it  from  my  Hand  ? 

Or  Slander  falfe,  or  Treafon  mean  and  bafe? 

Or  Reams  of  Chit- Chat  'gainft  the  S/z/^7r/'s  Race?' 
No  !  let  fuch  Wretches  meet  your  Scorn  or  Hate ; 
Let  Neivgate  or  let  Bedlam  be  their  Fate. 
But  fare  an  equal  Medium  may  be  fliown. 
Nor  need  we  give  to  all,  or  give  to  none. 
Tho'  righteous  Bonds-men  no  Diftindlion  make. 
But  ftrike  the  Guiltlefs  for  the  Guilty's  fake ; 
Juftice  not  Mercy  is  their  Burden  ftill, 
Juftice,  that  ftarves  the  Good  to  mend  the  111. 
For  fear  of  Folly  they  from  kindnefs  run, 
A  Crime  far  greater  than  the  Fault  they  ftiun. 
So'a  confummate  Knave  in  Others'  Eyes, 
In  Self- Opinion  politick  and  wife, 
On  his  whole  Species  lets  his  Cenfure  fall, 
And  all  are  falfe  alike  and  Villains  all. 
Through  Fear  of  Trufting,  by  Diftruft  deceived. 
As  none  believing,  fo  of  none  believ'd. 

But  grant  their  light  Excufes  heavy  weigh, 
Grant  more  than  they  have  Front  or  Wit  to  fay ; 
Alike  in  all  things  is  their  Conduct  ftiown  ? 
Or  is  their  Thrift  confin'd  to  this  alone? 
Have  they  e'er  fquander'd  Heaps  of  precious  Ore 
To  tempt  Italian  Sing-Song  to  our  Shore  ? 
While  tuneful  Tofts  to  R.o?ne  from  Britain  flies. 
And  Croft  there  honour'd,  here  negleded  dies? 
Have  they  e'er  wafted  idle  Sums  of  Gold, 
The  Craft  of  fagc  Free-mafons  to  uphold? 
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No  matter  whether  Arts  and  Letters  live. 
If  Gloves  they  buy  and  Aprons  they  can  give  : 
No  printed  Volume  they  defire  to  fee, 
But  the  Grand  Hijiory  of  Mafonry. 
Why  muft  Subscription  all  their  Fury  bear  ?  ^ 
Should  nothing  elfe  their  ftrong  Abhorrence  (hare  ?  C 
Is  this  the  One  thing  needful  to  their  Care  ?  3 
Let  them  a  little  caft  their  Eyes  around  ;  -j 
Is  nothing  elfe  v/ithin  Great-Britain  found,  C 
That  loudly  calls  for  and  demands  a  Bond  ?  3 
Have  they  engag'd  bright  Honour  to  purfue  ? 
Bravely  to  fpeak,  and  gallantly  to  do  ? 
To  make  their  Grandeur  to  their  Confcience  bend. 
To  fear  no  Threatning,  and  to  flight  no  Friend? 
To  let  no  Dunghill  Filth  their  Bofom  fliare. 
The  Scoundrel  Sharper,  or  the  Strumpet  Play'r? 
Firmly  their  Country's  IntVeft  to  promote  ^ 
To  buy  no  Suffrage,  and  to  fell  no  Vote  ? 
To  bid  in  Judgment  naked  Right  prevail. 
Nor  Grudge  nor  Favour  fmk  the  mounting  Scale  ? 
Have  they  engag'd  to  throw  a  Die  no  more  ? 
To  fend  no  Tradefman  Vv^eeping  from  their  Door  ?  C 
Or  enter'd  into  Bonds  ag-ainft  a  Whore?  3 
Have  they,  v^ith  gen'rous  Indignation  fir'd. 
For  Truth,  for  Juftice,  and  for  Faith  confpir'd? 
When  once  all  Vice  all  Bafenefs  is  forfworn. 
Why  then  let  poor  Subscription  take  its  Turn. 
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Advice  to  One  who  was  about  to  Write^ 
To  avoid  the  Immoralities  of  theAntient  and 
Modern  Poets. 

I. 

IF  e'er  to  Writing  You  pretend. 
Your  utmoft  Aim  and  Study  bend. 
The  Paths  of  Virtue  to  befriend. 

However  mean  your  Ditty  ; 
That  while  your  Verfe  the  Reader  draws 
To  Reafon's  and  Religion's  Laws, 
None  e'er  hereafter  may  have  Caufe 
To  curfe  your  being  witty. 

II. 

No  Gods  or  weak  or  wicked  feign. 

Where  foolifti  Blafphemy  is  plain  ; 

But  Good  to  wire-draw  from  the  Strain, 

The  Critick's  Art  perplexes : 
Make  not  a  pious  Chief  forego 
A  Princefs  he  betray'd  to  Woe, 
Nor  Shepherd,  unplatonick,  fliow 

His  Fondnefs  for  Alexis, 
III. 

With  partial  Blindnefs  to  a  Side, 
Extol  not  furly  Stoiek  Pride, 
When  wild  Ambition's  rapid  Tide 

Burfts  Nature's  Bonds  afundcr  : 
Nor  let  a  Hero  loud  blafpheme. 
Rave  like  a  Madman  in  a  Dream, 
^Till  Jove  himfelf  affrighted  feem. 

Not  trufting  to  his  Thunder^ 
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IV. 

Nor  chufe  the  wanton  Ode,  to  pralfe 
Unbridled  Loves,  or  thoughtlefs  Days, 
In  foft  Epicurean  Lays ; 

A  numerous  melting  Lyrick  : 
Nor  Satyr,  that  would  Luft  chaflife 
With  angry  Warmth  and  Maxim  wife. 
Yet,  loofely  painting  naked  Vice, 

Becomes  its  Panegyrick. 

V. 

Nor  jumbled  Atoms  entertain 
In  the  void  Spaces  of  your  Brain  ; 
Deny  all  Gods^  while  Venus  vain 

Stands  without  Vefture  painted  ; 
Nor  {how  the  foul  Nodlurnal  Scene 
Of  Courts  and  Revellings  unclean, 
Where  never  Libertine  had  been 

Worfe  than  the  Poet  tainted. 

VI. 

Nor  let  luxuriant  Fancy  rove 

Through  Nature  and  through  Art  of  Love 

SkillM  in  fmooth  Elegy  to  move, 

Youth  unexperienc'd  firing : 
Nor  Gods  as  Brutes  expofe  to  view. 
Nor  monftrous  Crimes;  nor  lend  a  Clew 
To  guide  the  guilty  Lover  through 

The  Mazes  of  Defiring. 
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VII. 

Nor  Sparrow  mourn,  nor  fue  to  kifs. 
Nor  draw  your  fine-fpun  Wit  fo  nice. 
That  thin-fpread  Senfe  like  nothing  is. 

Or  worfe  than  nothing;  fhowine  : 
JNFor  Spite  in  Epigram  declare, 
Pleafing  the  Mob  with  Lewdnefs  bare. 
Or  FJattery's  peftilential  Air 

In  Ears  of  Princes  blowing, 

VIII. 

Through  modern  Italy  pafs  down, 

In  Crimes  inferior  She  to  none  ! 

Through  Frayice^  her  Thoughts  in  Luft  alone 

Without  Referve  proclaiming  : 
Stay  there,  v/ho  count  it  worth  the  while. 
Let  us  deduce  our  ufeful  Stile 
To  note  the  Poets  of  our  Ifle, 

And  only  fpare  the  Naming. 

IX. 

Sing  not  loofe  Stories  for  the  Nonce, 
Where  Mirth  for  Bawdry  ill  attones, 
Nor  long-tongu'd  Wife  of  Bath,  at  once 

On  Earth  and  Heaven  jefting  : 
Nor,  while  the  main  at  Virtue  aims, 
Infert,  to  footh  forbidden  Flames, 
In  a  chafte  Work,  a  Squire  of  Dames, 

Or  Parlddl  a  feafting. 
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X. 

Nor  Comick  Licence  let  us  fee, 
Where  all  things  facred  outrag'd  be. 
Where  Plots  of  mere  Adultery- 
Fill  the  lafcivioiis  Pages : 
One  only  Step  can  yet  remain. 
More  frankly,  fliamelefsly  unclean. 
To  bring  it  from  behind  the  Scene, 
And  a6l  it  on  the  Stages. 

xr. 

Nor  make  your  tragick  Hero  bold 

Out -bully  Capaneus  of  old, 

While' juftling  Gods  his  Rage  behold. 

And  tremble  at  his  Frov/ning  : 
Nor  need'ft  thou  vulgar  Wit  difplay, 
Acknowledg'd  in  Dramatick  Way 
Greateft  and  beft ;  —  O  fpare  the  Lay 

Of  poor  Ophelia-  AxGV7mng, 

xn. 

N or  drefs  your  Shame  in  cQurtly  Phrafe 
Where  artful  Breaks  the  Fancy  raife, 
And  Ribaldry  unnam.'d  the  Lays 

Tranfparently  is  feen  in : 
Nor  make  it  your  peculiar  Pride 
To  ftrive  to  fliow  what  others  hide, 
To  throw  the  Fig-leaf  quite  afide, 

And  fcorn  a  double  Meaning, 
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XIII. 

Nor  ever  proftitute  the  Miife^ 
Malicious,  mercenary,  loofe. 
All  Faith,  all  Parties  to  abufe  ; 

Still  changing  ftill  to  Evil- 
Make  Maximin  with  Heav'n  engage, 
Blafpheming  Sigifmonda  rage. 
Draw  Scenes  of  Luft  in  lateft  Age, 

Apoftle  of  the  Devil. 

XIV, 

Deteft  prophaning  Holy  Writ, 

A  Rock  where  Heathens  could  not  fplit: 

Old  yove  more  harmlefs  charm'd  the  Pit 

Of  Plauius^s  Creation ; 
Than  when  th'  Adulterer  was  fhow'd 
With  Attributes  of  real  God  : 
But  Fools,  the  Means  of  Grace  allowed, 
Pervert  to  their  Damnation. 

XV. 

Mingle  not  Wit  with  Treafon  rude. 
To  pleafe  the  Rebel  Multitude  : 
From  Poifon  intermixed  with  Food 

What  Caution  e'er  can  fcreen  us  ? 
Ne'er  ftoop  to  court  a  wanton  Smile  s 
Thy  pious  Strains  and  lofty  Stile, 
Too  light,  nor  let  an  Alma  foil, 

Nor  paltry  Dove  of  Venus. 

XVI. 
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XVI. 

Such  Blots  deform  the  tuneful  Train, 
Whilft  they  falfe  Glory  would  attain. 
Or  prefent  Mirth,  or  prefent  Gain, 

Unmindful  of  Hereafter. 
Do  You  miftaken  Ends  defpife, 
Nor  fear  to  fall,  nor  feek  to  rife. 
Nor  taint  the  Good,  nor  grieve  the  Wife, 

To  tickle  Fools  with  Laughter. 

XVII. 

What  tho'  with  eafe  you  could  afpire 

To  Virgirs  Art  or  Homer'' ^  Fire  \ 

If  Vice  and  Lewdnefs  breaths  the  Lyre, 

If  Virtue  it  afperfes ; 
Better  with  honeft  ^larles  compofe 
Emblem,  that  good  Intention  fhows, 
Better  be  Bunyan  in  his  Profe, 

Or  Sternhold  in  his  Verfes. 


EPILOGUE  to  CATO. 

DID  not  you  think  old  Cato  was  in  Jeft, 
When  feiz'd  by  Sleep  he  funk  to  fudden  Reft  ? 
Surpris'd,  his  Spirits  exhaPd  with  Heat  of  Paffion, 
Could  you  prefage  the  fatal  Alteration  ? 
How  like  Dramatick  Hero  did  He  fall, 
Becaufe  the  Play  was  done, —  and  that  was  all  ! 
Whom  Cato  murder'd,  Cafar  wifti'd  to  fpare. 
He  never  flew  a  Romany  but  in  War. 
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Nor  Reafcn  did  the  furly  Stoick  give. 

Who  dar'd  to  die  for  Rome^  but  not  to  live. 

Then  blame  the  haughty  Sect  of  which  he  dy'd. 

His  ftubborn  fallen  Philcfophick  Pride  ; 

From  whence  fuch  fad,  fuch  dire  Difafters  rife. 

We  humbly  hope  the  lofs  on't  may  fuffice. 

Our  Youths  and  Virgins  by  their  whole  Behaviour 

May  claim  the  Fair-Ones  and  the  Lover's  Favour : 

They  nothing  lefs  than  Blood  and  Death  defigning; 

Sink  down  to  am'rous  Chat  and  modern  Whining. 

Let  Criticks  feek  by  rigid  Rules  to  pleafe. 

And  quote  their  hard-nam'd  Greek  Euripides ; 

Object,  that  Stoicks  are  forbid  the  Stage, 

Who  tl  Avart  their  Maxims  when  they  grieve  or  rage. 

If  calm  and  ftern,  from  anxious  Paffion  free. 

Their  Characters  they  keep,  they  fpoil  the  Tragedy. 

Hard  Lines !  but  Authors  ufe,  when  gravel'd  there, 

To  fly  for  Shelter  to  the  Beaus  and  Fair. 

Better  a  Thoufand  Characters  fnould  fufFer, 

Than  any  Angle  Damfel  lofe  a  Lover. 

'Tis  here,  we  own,  our  greateft  Merit  lies. 

We  itrive  to  pleafe,  we  aim  not  to  be  vrife. 

You  afk  not  fage  Remarks  on  Courts  or  Kings, 

But  dying  Softnefles,  and  pretty  Things. 

And  fplte  of  Senfe,  if  one  we  muft  remove, 

Which  would  the  gay  and  beauteous  difapprove,  C 

And  which  retain^  the  IVifdom  or  the  Love  ?  J 
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On  the  DEATH  of 

Mrs.  MO  R  ICE, 

Wife  to  William  Morice^  Efq.  and  Daughter 
of  the  Right  Reverend  Francis  late  Lord 
Bi(hop  of  Rochejler. 

 Hen !  nunc  mifero  mihi  demum 

Exilium  infelix !  nunc  alte  vulnus  adaclum. 

NO  Fabling  Song,  my  mournful  Heart,  afTay;, 
But  genuine  Grief  adorn  the  flowing  Lay  : 
In  Numbers  fuch  as  Friendfhip  can  infpire. 
Wail  the  loft  Daughter^  and  the  living  Sire  : 
^Till  flinty  Breafts  refiftlefs  Sorrow  know. 
And  melt  relu£tant  at  another's  Woe  \ 
'Till  Party  Zeal  the  Father  fliall  deplore. 
And  thofe  who  hate  him  moft  fhall  pity  more. 

What  time  the  State  its  Indignation  flied. 
And  lanc'd  its  fecond  Thunder  on  his  Head : 
When  Nobles  judg'd  the  well-defended  Caufe, 
And  Commons'  Care  fupply'd  defective  Laws ; 
Then  firft  the  Wound  relentlefs  Fortune  made. 
Which,  feft'ring,  fecret  cn  her  Vitals  prey'd. 
Guiltlefs  ftie  pin'd,  or  wholly  guiltlefs  She, 
Or  only  ftain'd  with  Filial  Piety. 
In  vain  might  Friends  to  footh  her  Anguifli  try. 
No  Friend  a  Father's  Abfence  could  fupply  ^  - 
No  darling  Children  could  afford  Relief, 
Nor  Parent's  Fondnefs  heal  the  Daughter's  Grief : 
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No  Sweets  of  Life  fufficient  Balm  could  prove. 

Not  the  dear  Softnefs  of  a  Wedded  Love : 

The  Pangs  of  Lofs  unbated  ftill  endure. 

She  tafles  no  Cordial,  and  admits  no  Cure, 

With  Health-impairing  Sighs,  unfeen  Decay, 

She  wears  the  flender  Threads  of  Life  away  ; 

Nor  Eafe,  nor  Period  can  her  Mourning  have. 

But  the  dark  Shelter  of  the  quiet  Grave. 

So  when  Italians  with  deftruftive  Skill, 

Or  Indians  rude  in  Good,  but  learn'd  in  III, 

A  fatal  Draught  mix  for  their  fecret  Foe, 

Avoidlefs  fure,  yet  unfufpefted  flow, 

The  latent  Death  creeps  on  with  lingering  Smart, 

And  mocks  the  Antidotes  of  human  Art : 

So  imperceptibly  the  Work  is  done. 

That  Nature  half  miftakes  it  for  her  own. 

When  inward  fretting  Grief  had  almoft  drained 
Her  ebbing  Veins,  nor  much  of  life  remained, 
Each  Hour  her  pious  Pray'rs  more  ardent  giow 
To  meet  her  ExiPd  Father  once  below. 
Whoe'er  the  Hazards  of  her  Health  difplay, 
Againft  their  Purpofe  urge  her  fpeedy  Way, 
Left  Death  prevent  her  reaching  Gallia*^  Shore; 
That  only  Sting  the  King  of  Terrors  bore. 
Still  pleafing  Hope  her  fickly  Limbs  upheld, 
Weaknefs  itfelf,  by  true  Affedlion  fteel'd, 
Diftance,  and  Toils,  and  Dangers  could  difdain. 
And  Seas  and  Mountains  were  oppos'd  in  vain. 
Rife  to  her  Wifties,  rife,  propitious  Gales, 
And  with  new  Swiftnefs  wing  the  flagging  Sails. 
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What  Sails  can  equal  to  her  Wifhes  go  ? 
The  Tide  rolls  tedious  and  the  Wind  flies  flow; 
The  penfive  Days  in  heavy  March  proceed. 
Time,  ever-hafting,  feems  to  flack  his  Speed: 
For  Love  too  flow,  for  Life  he  flies  too  faft. 
And  ev'ry  painful  Hour  forebodes  the  lafl:. 
Long-fwooning  Faintnefs  wakes  her  Confort's  Fear, 
And  waneing  Strength  fhews  Diflblution  near. 
Her  Soul  unconquerM  yet,  difdains  to  part. 
And  holds  the  Citadel  of  Love,  the  Hearty 
Determin'd  ftedfafl:  not  to  feek  the  Skiea, 
^Till  the  dear  Father  blefs  her  longing  Eyes, 
In  vain  did  Nature,  fpent,  forbid  her  Stay^ 
And  Guardian  Angels  beckon  her  away : 
With  frailer  Flefh  th'  immortal  Spirit  ttrovc^  ;| 
Strong  to  delay  the  Stroke,  tho'  not  remove,  t 
And  Death  all  conquering  yields  a  while  to  Love*  J 
So  the  brave  Theban  Chiefs  transfixed  by  Foes, 
(With  whom  Boetiah  Empire  fell  and  rofe) 
To  Death,  tho'  deeply  wounded,  fcorns  to  yield,, 
^Till  his  lov'd  Soldiers  gain'd  the  well-fought  Field; 
Then  bids  his  willing  Soul  triumphant  fly. 
And  when  his  Vows  are  heard,  confents  to  dye. 

Behold  They  meet !  fo  Providence  decrees, 
All  (he  defires  on  Earth,  on  Earth  ftie  fees : 
Her  Terrors  now  are  ceas'd ;  when  He  is  near. 
Her  Father's  Daughter  knows  not  how  to  fear. 
The  long-fought  Strife  her  Spirit  now  gave  o'er^ 
Aoid  fought  the  Quiet  that  it  fliun'd  before. 


194       Poems  on  fever al  Occaftons. 

The  Father  blefsM  her  e'er  to  Heav'n  flie  went, 

The  Prieft  abfolv'd  the  dying  Penitent. 

But  left  She  grieve  for  Sorrows  not  her  own. 

And  Nature's  Yearning  caufe  a  fingle  Groan, 

He,  felf-collecfted,  check'd  th'  afcending  Sigh, 

And  fpringing  Tears  commanded  from  his  Eye. 

Mean  while  his  aking  Heart  tumultuous  ftrove. 

With  Grief  defpairing  and  paternal  Love, 

Love  in'ly  v/ounds  him  with  diftrafting  Woe, 

Compels  to  feel  it,  but  forbids  to  (how. 

His  Voice  unfault'ring,  and  his  Looks  ferene. 

An  outward  Calmnefs  veils  the  Storm  within. 

So  when  in  Subterranean  Caverns  pent, 

The  Winds  hard-ftruggling  labour  for  a  Vent, 

Direful,  but  fecret,  works  the  Mine  below. 

Strong  and  more  ftrong  th'  imprifon'd  Tempefts  grow: 

The  Surface  fmiles,  and  verdant  Fields  appear 

Secure,  and  far  from  Danger  as  from  Fear  : 

Not  long ;  for  inftant  fprings  the  breaking  Ground, 

And  fcatters  Wafte  avoidlefs  all  around. 

When  Death  had  feaVd  her  Eyes  in  lafting  Sleep, 
And  gave  th'  afflifted  Father  leave  to  weep. 
In  Words  like  thefe  burfts  his  long-ftiffled  Moan, 
(If  any  may  be  likenM  to  his  own). 

Is  this  the  Healing  of  my  former  Care  ? 

This  the  fad  Anfwer  of  continued  Pray'r? 

No  longer  Space  could  angry  Heav'n  beftow? 

And  thus !  thus  only  !  muPc  we  meet  below  ? 

Me  to  remoteft  Realms  my  Fortune  fends, 

Depriv'd  of  prefent,  nay,  of  abfcnt  Friends  : 

^Tis 
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Tis  fatal  with  my  Woes  to  fy mpathize  ! 
He  dies  who  writes,  as  He  who  fees  me  dies  ! 
Nor  e'en  This  Exile  feem'd  enough  fevere. 
To  my  loft  Country  Bruffels  rofe  too  near ; 
*^  Nor  Paris'  Walls  thefe  hoary  Hairs  can  fcreen. 
My  P'ate  purfues  me  to  the  Bank  of  Sein  \ 
Let  it  purfue  !  ftill,  ftill  could  I  v/ithftand 
The  utmoft  Fury  of  a  mortal  Hand. 
But  with  refiftlefs  Force  the  Vengeance  flies. 
When  God  inflifts  the  Pains  and  PcnaUieu 
Yet,  oh!  had  Judgment  fall'n  on  Me  alone, 
Nor  broke  a  Heart  far  dearer  than  mine  own  \ 
"  The  Arrow  glancing  pierc'd  Her  faithful  Side, 
For  Me  (he  languiHi'd  and  for  me  fhe  dy'd? 

My  late  fole  Stay  !  

But  hold— if  Speech  the  Anguifli  may  rev^eal, 
He  only  can  defcribe  it,  who  could  feel. 
Then  ceafe,  my  Soul,  oh  !  ceafe  the  plaintive  Tale, 
And  where  the  pencil  fails  Thee,  draw  the  Veil, 
Yet,  ftill  Plimfelf  let  the  Great  Prelate  know, 
Still  rais'd  fuperiour  to  his  Weight  of  Woe  ; 
Inftru£l:  Mankind  their  Load  of  Life  to  bear. 
And  fname  the  Murm'rer,  and  the  Wretched  cheer 
Try'd,  not  forfook  ;  one  Refuge  yet  remains, 
So  Nature's  everlafting  Law  ordains  ; 
Which  Statefmen's  Art  and  Soldiers  Force  defies,  • 
And  mocks  the  Rage  of  keeneft  Enemies  ; 
Which  kindly  foftens  the  fevereft  Doom, 
The  Lofer's  Conqueft,  and  the  Exile's  Home: 

I  2  T 
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To  that  fure  Refuge  let  him  calmly  fly. 
And  blefs  the  glorious  Privilege  —  To  Die. 
Late  may  he  land  on  that  fafe  Jiappy  Shore, 
Where  Lofs  afflifts,  and  Pain  torments  nor  more : 
There  fleep,  from  Grief  and  Banifliment  releasM, 
And  there  the  wearied  Father  lie  at  reft  3 
His  Courfe  well  ended,  Heav'nly  Glory  fhare^ 
And  rife  triumphant  to  the  laft  Great  Bar. 


ANACREONTIC  K, 

From  f^ERBERT. 

NEVER  tempt  me  to  carefs 
Grief,  difguis'd  like  Happinefs  : 
Earth  to  blefs  me  wants  the  Pow'r, 
Take  my  Reafons  in  a  Flow'r : 
Let  the  Rofe  its  Beauty  fhow. 
Emblem  of  the  Blifs  below^ 
Fair  and  fweet,  it  yields  Delight, 
To  the  Smell,  and  to  the  Sight; 
Yet  the  Bloom  is  quickly  paft. 
Yet  'tis  bitter  to  the  Tafte. 
If  then  all  that  WorWings  prize. 
Biting  ends,  and  fudden  flies. 
Bear  me.  Friend,  if  I  purfue 
Pleafure  otherwife  than  you  s 
Say,  that  fairly  I  oppofe. 
Say,  my  Anfwer  is— a  Rose. 
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T:he  mast: IFF:  aTak. 


OUR  deep  Obfervers  of  Mankind, 


X      Afiure  us  conftantly  they  find 
A  ftrong  Propenfity  of  Nature, 
Rooted  in  every  human  Creature, 
To  do  what  otherwife  they  would  not. 
When  once  forbid,  becaufe  they  fhould  not. 
This  IncHnation,  fo  perverfe, 
Is  laid  by  Partridge  on  the  Stars. 
Your  Rakes,  with  Floods  of  Elocution, 
Charge  it  on  Chance,  or  Conftitution  : 
And  out-of-falhion  Folks  believe 
It  fprung  from  Adam  and  from  Eve, 
JBut  tho'  your  Wits  difpute  about  it,. 
The  Fa£t  itfelf  was  never  doubted. 
This  Truth  t'  illuftrate,  I  have  chofen 
One  common  Story  from  a  Thoufand. 
Let  Criticks  at  the  Fable  quarrel. 
There's  no  Exception  to  the  Moral. 

In  Days  of  Yore  (no  need  to  fliow 
How  many  hundred  Years  'ago) 
A  Pair  there  flourifli'd,  free  from  Strife, 
Who  liv'd,  indeed,  like  Man  and  Wife : 
Her  Temper  mild  and  fweet,  abhor'd 
To  fcold  and  wrangle  at  her  Board  ; 
When  in  a  Fault  her  Spoufe  fhe  found. 
She  rarely,  very  rarely,  frown'd. 
In  fliort,  flie  gave  him  not  occafion 
For  half  the  Trouble  and  Vexation, 


^  3 


Which 
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V/hich  many  a  Hen-peckM-keeping  Varlct 
Endures  moft  meekly  from  his  Harlot. 

Next  Door  a  Captain  chanc'd  to  fliine, 
Whofe  Clothes  and  Equipage  were  fine  \ 
A  young  and  well-accomplifli'd  Heir, 
Of  gentle  Blood,  and  Fortune  fair  5 
For  ever  at  the  Ladies  Call, 
To  deal  the  Cards,  or  lead  the  Ball ; 
To  'Squire  them  to  the  Church  or  Play, 
And  Senfe  or  Nonfenfe  fing  or  fay. 
This  Youth  fometimes  occafion'd  Pain 
In  our  too  happy  Hufband's  Brain ; 
Yet  of  himfelf  aftiam'd,  with  Care 
He  kept  his  Dreams  from  taking  Air, 
Elfe  every  Goffip  in  the  Town 
Had  rofe  in  Arms,  and  facM  him  down. 

She  i^evar  j^^^^y/    -jj  hcr  Lifc 

A  Dame  more  virtuous  than  his  Wife. 

Before  the  Wight  was  wholly  freed 
From  thefe  Diforders  in  his  Head, 
Such  Bufmefs  call'd  him  from  his  Houfe 
As  fcarce  gave  time  to  tell  his  Spoufe  \ 
He  would  have  inftantly  been  gone. 
As  being  old  enough,  alone. 
But  (he,  good  Woman !  durft  not  fend  him 
Without  a  Servant  to  attend  him  : 
She  kindly  begs  him  not  to  ftay. 
When  Bufmefs  was  difpatch'd,  a  Day, 
He  promifes,  when  in  his  Pow'r, 
He  would  not  abfent  be  an  Hour, 
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Soon  as  conveniently  they  can, 
Up  mounts  the  Mafter  and  the  Man ; 
When  once  fet  out^  they  travelPd  faft  j 
Yet  e'er  they  half  a  Mile  had  paft. 
His  Jealoufy  began  to  rife. 
Thought  he,  as  being  deadly  wife. 
This  Captain  now,  behind  my  back, 
AddrefTes  to  my  Wife  will  make  : 
'Tis  true,  I  fha'n't  continue  long. 
But  She  is  Fair,  and  He  is  Youngs 
And  if  it  once  be  done,  'tis  plain 
It  ne'er  can  be  undone  again. 
I  own  I  never  yet  could  find 
Her  Heart  to  Gallantry  inclin'd  ; 
But  then  in  fuch  a  Cafe,  a  Man 
Can  hardly  be  too  careful  —  John^ 
Go,  bid  your  Miftrefs  keep  at  Home, 
Nor  fee  the  Captain  'till  I  come. 
John  gallops  back,  but  on  his  Way, 
Thus,  with  himfelf,  began  to  fay. 
And  pray,  where  is  it  I  am  going  ? 
And,  what  Fool's  Errand  am  I  doing? 
To  make  my  Miftrefs,  for  her  Life, 
A  faithlefs,  or  a  fcolding  Wife? 
At  beft  (he'll  wonder  what  he  ails. 
And  fancy  I've  been  telling  Tales ; 
Tho'  fhe  is  yet,  I  dare  be  fworn. 
As  blamelefs  as  the  Babe  unborn ; 
Perhaps  to  be  forbid  may  tempt  one. 
To  wifli  for  what  one  never  dreamt  on. 

14  rii 
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I'll  carry  no  fuch  MelTage  home. 
To  caufe  my  Mailer's  Cuckoldom, 
Thus  fearful  of  forefeen  Difafter, 
And  much  difcreeter  than  his  Mafter^ 
jRefolv'd  full  fagely,  back  he  came. 
And  frighted  heartily  the  Dame, 
Who  thoiight  her  Lord  had  come  to  H^rn, 
And  broke  at  leaft  a  Leg  or  Arm ; 
For  Johi  made  twenty  Hum's,  and  Ha's, 
When  queftion'd  what  the  matter  wa3. 
He  was  not  like  your  Servants  now> 
But  of  Invention  dull  and  flow; 
He  could  net  hammer  out  a  Lie : 
The  Lady  ftood  impatient  by; 
What  ails  your  Mafter  f  Tell  me  quick. 
He  begs  you  would  not^-- Can't  you  fpeak? 
Not  ride  the  MaJIiff'tiW  you  fee  him  ; 
What  !  does  the  Fellow  rave  or  dream  ? 
You  are  not  fure  'twas  all  he  faid. 
Yes,  indeed.  Madam  —  Is  he  mad  ? 
Not  ride  the  Ma/iifl  What  a  Whim ! 
Who  ever  thought  of  ridmg  him  ? 
Go  back  again  from  me,  and  pray, 
Defire  he'd  let  you  v/ith  him  ftay. 
Or  find  fome  wifer  Meflage,  John^ 
Hereafter  to  employ  you  on. 

He  went ;  and  Mother  Nature  now 
In  Madam's  Breaft  began  to  glow  : 
She  mus'd  ;  but  flill  the  more  (he  thought, 
l^he  lefe  flie  found  the  Meaning  out. 
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Not  ride  the  Majilff\  Could  it  be, 
Merely  to  try  his  Sovereignty, 
When  from  her  very  Wedding-Day, 
She  ne'er  w^as  known  to  difobey  ? 
There  muft  be  fomething  in't  to  make 
Him  fend  a  Servant  pofting  back. 
She  never  heard  of  it  before 
Perhaps  the  Maids  might  tell  her  more  ; 
For  Maids,  or  thofe  that  bear  the  Name, 
May  fometimes  teach  a  wedded  Dame, 
She  thought  the  emptieft  of  the  Two 
Would  fooneft  blab  out  all  fhe  knew  5 
But  Betty  never  Toufer  rid. 
Nor  heard  of  any  one  that  did. 
Vex'd  at  her  afking  fuch  a  Ninny, 
She  fends  her  down  to  call  up  Jenny  3 
But  flyer  Jane  could  tell  no  more 
Than  Ampler  Betty  did  before  \ 
But  ftar'd  with  all  the  Eyes  flie  had. 
And  thought  her  Miftrefs  drunk  or  mad,^ 
Who  begg'd,  and  ftorm'd,  and  begg'd  again^ 
Yet  Prayers  and  Threatnings  were  in  vain  j 
She  might  as  eafily  have  fought 
To  found  the  Bottom  of  a  Plot ; 
Or,  tho'  a  Woman,  ta'en  Occafion 
T^  enquire  the  Secret  of  Free-mafon^ 
And  how,  as  Myflick  Lodge  fuppofes,. 
Duke  Wharton  can  fucceed  to  Mofes. 
No  Diligence  there  wanting  wasi^^ 
Yet  fo  deplorable  her  Cafe, 

I  5  Through 
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Through  Servants  obftinate  Denial, 
Nothing  was  left  her  but  a  Trial. 
Who  fhould  the  fecret  Faft  betray  ? 
One  Word  herfelf  flie  would  not  fay ; 
What  no  one  faw  who  fhould  reveal  ? 
For  fure  the  MaftifF  could  not  tell. 
Refolv'd  at  length,  fhe  calls  him  to  her. 
And  {hutting  carefully  the  Door, 
She  clap'd  his  Head,  and  ftrok'd  his  Side; 
*Twas  now  no  more  than  up  and  ride, 
Faft  by  his  Neck  ftie  held,  and  thus 
Mounted  her  ftrange  Bucephalus  ; 
Nor  found  it  diiEcult  to  get, 
Without  a  Stirrup,  to  her  Seat. 

Toufer^  unus'd  to  be  beftrode, 
Groan'd  forely  at  the  wicked  Load, 
And  ftrove  all  Ways  to  difencumber 
His  burdenM  Shoulders  of  their  Lumber.; 
Rear'd,  and  curvetted,  and  in  fume. 
Trotted  and  gallop'd  round  the  Room. 
But  fhe,  who  now  or  never  thought 
To  find  her  Hufband's  Meaning  out. 
Firm,  though  without  a  Saddle,  fat. 
And  clung  as  clofely  as  a  Cat. 
But  Fortune  often  fpoils  the  Courfe, 
Whether  we  ride  on  Dog  or  Horfe  ; 
Under  a  Table  crept  her  Steed, 
Threw  her,  and  broke  her  addle  Head. 

Enrag'd  and  furly,  up  fhe  got, 
Rail'd  at  her  Hufoand  for  a  Sot. 

When 
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When  he  return'd.  She  kept  her  State, 
Nor  ftirr'd  to  meet  him  at  the  Gate. 
Up  Stairs  he  went,  and  found  her  ill. 
Silent,  (he  frown'd,  and  fullen  ftill ; 
But  could  not  Scolding  long  refrain. 
Or  take  it  in  Poetick  Strain : 
At  length  the  Cloud  that  lowring  hung, 
Burfl:  into  Thunder  of  her  Tongue  ; 
Like  Lightning's  Flafli  her  Eye  appears. 
And  rain  fell  plenteous  in  her  Tears. 
See- — what  you  made  the  MaftilF  do  ! 
Did  ever  any  Man  but  you — 
And  on  fhe  went;  but  there's  no  need 
Of  pundtual  telling  all  flie  faid. 
An  Extraft  may  fuffice  :  The  Dame 
Full  on  her  Hufband  turn'd  the  Blame. 
Stark  flaring  mad,  he,  to  forbid  it ! 
She,  a  poor  Innocent,  that  did  it. 

The  Man,  who  knew  not  what  was  done. 
Ran  down  amaz'd,  and  fell  on  John, 
Sirrah  !  what  makes  your  Miftrefs  rave  ? 
What  was  the  Meflage  that  you  gave  ; 
To  break  my  Wife's  Head  ?  John  reply'd, 
I  bid  her  not  the  Majfiff^ ride. 
The  Mafter  furious  'gan  to  look, 
John  beg'd  one  W ord  before  he  ftruck : 
Sir,  had  I  charg'd  her  in  your  Name,  ^ 
To  ftiun  the  Captain  till  you  came,  J 
Doubtlefs  the  cafe  had  been  the  fame  :  J 
Her  Forehead  broke  Your  Brow  fecures. 
Or  elfe  the  Knobs  had  been  on  Your's, 
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THE 

December's  Day:  ASong. 

To  the  Tune  of 

^he  Sun  was  Junk  beneath  the  Hill^  &c. 

I. 

LE  T  various  Seafons  boaft  their  Pride, 
The  Spring  with  Flow'rs  the  Earth  adorn. 
With  cloudlefs  Days  the  Summer  glide. 

And  Autumn  (hew  her  Fruits  and  corn  ; 
Thefe  may  demand  a  vulgar  Lay, 
2  fmg  of  a  December'*^  Day. 

11. 

What  Day  my  Joy  {hould  rather  move 
Through  the  fair  Circle  of  the  Year, 

Than  that  which  gave  my  wedded  Love 
The  Months  in  their  Decline  to  cheer  ? 

Not  AuguJJ  with  his  Dog- Star  Ray 

Can  vye  with  this  December^^  Day. 

Ko  Silks  unpaid- for  ruftle  here. 

Nor  foreign  FrippVy  we  import. 
No  Velvets  or  Brocades  appear  ; 

But,  what  few  Birth-days  fee  at  Court, 
Friendfhip  unbought  and  Love  difplay 
Their  Beams  on  this  Dumbsr'^  Day. 
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IV. 

Not  fliarp  and  ever-during  Pain 
Her  cheerful  Conftancy  can  move. 

From  Toil  incefFant  to  refrain. 
To  flight  her  Duty  or  her  Love: 

The  Soul  upholds  the  mould'ring  Clay^j. 

And  brightens  the  Dece7nberh  Day. 

V. 

Obfervant  of  the  Orphan's  Tear, 

And  heark'ning  to  the  Wretch's  Groanj 

The  Lives  of  others  holding  dear. 
But  ftill  regardlefs  of  her  ov/n ; 

Throughout  the  Year  what  Numbers  may 

Rejoice  for  this  December''^  D^y* 

VI. 

If  either  India  wc  could  gain, 

The  Wings  of  Time  w^e  could  not  bind  % 
What  living  Minifters  obtain, 

And  dying  Mifers  leave  behind, 
Could  never  bribe  our  Youth  to  ftay. 
Or  keep  off  the  Deccmher*^  Day. 

VIL 

When  frofled  o'er  with  Age's  Grey, 
From  Guilt  exempted  and  from  Pain^ 

Long  may  She  eafy  live  and  gay. 
Nor  fpend  a  fingle  Wifh  in  vain. 

Back  to  recall  the  by-paft  May^ 

Nor  mourn  for  the  Day. 
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VIII. 

Long  may  She  happy  reft  below. 
E'er  caird  to  happier  Reft  above  ; 

Diviner  Life  prefer'd  to  know. 
And  Raptures  of  fublimer  Love  ; 

Where  Time  can  never  Bhfs  impair. 

For  no  December  will  be  There. 


A  N  A  C  R  E  O  N  T  I  C 

On  parting  with  a  little  Child. 

DEAR,  Farewel,  a  little  while, 
Eafy  parting  with  a  Smile  ^ 
Ev'ry  Objed  in  thy  Way 
Makes  Thee  innocently  gay  ; 
All  that  Thou  can'ft  hear  or  fee. 
All  is  Novelty  to  Thee, 
Thoughts  of  Parents  left  behind 
Vex  not  yet  thine  Infant  Mind  ; 
Why  fhould  then  their  Hearts  repine  ? 
Mournful  Theirs,  and  merry  thine. 
^Tis  the  World,  the  feeming  Wife, 
Toil  to  make  their  Children  rife  ; 
While  the  Heir  that  reaps  their  Gainst 
Thanklefs  thinks  not  of  their  Pains. 
Sportive  Youth  in  hafte  to  live 
Heeds  not  Ills  that  Years  may  give  : 
Age  in  Woe  and  Wifdom  grey 
Vainly  mourns  for  them  that  play. 
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On  the  DEATH  of  the 

Right  Hon.  Henrietta  Countefs  of  Orrery^ 

WHilethefull  Breaftfwells with unutter'd Woe, 
WhileTears  gufti  genuine,  tho'  forbid  to  flow  > . 
While  the  ftol'n  Sigh  the  deep  Diftrefs  reveals. 
The  Friend,  the  Lover,  and  the  Hufband  feels  ; 
While  Orphans  fcarce  their  Parent  loft  deplore, 
Whofe  Age,  the  lefs  it  mourns  Her,  wants  the  more : 
Late,  at  her  Tomb,  a  diftant  Bard  appears. 
With  faithful,  fruitlefs,  fympathetick  Tears  ; 
Nor  afks  a  Mufe's  Aid :  nor  needs  there  Art 
T'  exprefs  the  Anguifli  of  a  bleeding  Heart. 

How  foon  the  mightieft  earthly  Bleflings  pafs  ! 
She  was  —  What  now  avails  us  that  She  was  ? 
Mature  for  Heav'n,  e'er  Life  had  reached  its  Noon; 
For  Earth,  at  Sev'nty,  She  had  dy'd  too  foon. 
She  Gofpel  Truth,  with  fteady  Faith,  believ'dj, 
And  liv'd  the  glorious  Doitrine  She  receiv'd  : 
Her  pious  Breaft  glow'd  with  Devotion's  Fire, 
Whofe  Flames,  '  the  more  they  tremble,  mount  the 
Spotlefs,  as  Infant  Souls,  her  Life  She  fpent,  higher/ 
Yet  humble,  as  the  proftrate  Penitent. 
Not  pufF'd  by  Rank,  defcended  or  ally'd. 
She  feem'd  to  wonder  what  was  meant  by  Pride ; 
Which,  boafting  Blood,  degrades  the  nobleft  Veins  5 
Which,  boafting  Virtue,  ev'ry  Virtue  ftains. 
Here  Honour  pure,  with  tend'reft  Softnefs  join'd^ 
Softnefs,  tranfcendent  in  the  fofteft  Kind  ; 
ID-Fortune  found  its  keeneft  Rage  repreft ; 
The  Darts  might  reach,but  fcarcely  wound  her  Breaft. 

So 
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So  Balls  in  yielding  Wool  fall  gently  down. 
That  tear  refiftlefs  through  a  Rock  of  Stone^ 
Sore  was  the  Storm  !  Let  Mem'ry  ne'er  report 
How  long  the  Tempeft,  and  the  Calm  how  ftiort! 
When  Fever's  Fire  rag'd  in  her  Confort's  Blood, 
And  drove  to  dang'rous  Height  the  vital  Flood, 
Lo !  at  his  Side  her  conftant  Duty  lies. 
And  Love,  ftill  fearful,  watch'd  with  fleeplefs  Eyes 
Almoft  o'erpower'd,  'till  Nature,  weary  grown, 
Had,  for  a  dearer  Safety,  loft  her  own. 

Hail,  wedded  Love  \  by  gracious  God  defign'd 
At  once  the  Source  and  Glory  of  Mankind ! 
^Tis  this,  can  Toil  and  Grief  and  Pain  affuage. 
Secure  our  Youth,  and  dignify  our  Age ; 
*Tis  this,  fair  Fame  and  guiltlefs  Pleafure  brings. 
And  fhakes  rich  Plenty  from  its  brooding  Wings  ; 
Gilds  Duty's  rougheft  Paths  with  Friendfliip's  Ray, 
And  flrews  with  Rofes  fweet  the  narrow  Way, 
Not  fo  the  Harlot  —  if  it  lawful  be 
To  mention  Vice,  when  praifing  Chaftity  — 
Not  fo  the  Harlot  plights  her  venal  Vow, 
With  Heart  obdurate,  and  Corinthian  Brow, 
She  fawns  unfriendly,  praftis'd  to  beguile. 
Stings  while  flie  weeps,  and  murders  in  a  Smile. 
Fame,  Peace,  and  Virtue,  flie  at  once  deftroys. 
And  damns,  moft  furely,  whom  fhe  moft  enjoys:. 

Too  oft  the  Rich  their  Alms  refufe  to  fhow'r. 
Or  put  off  Mercy  to  their  lateft  Hour  : 
Too  oft  the  Great  AfHiftion  fcorn  to  know  3, 
Strangers  to  lialf  their  Species  here  below* 

But 
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But  Orrery  with  penetrating  Ray, 
Through  darkeft  Diftance  found  Her  willing  Way: 
Where-e'er  the  Pris'ner  pin'd,  with  fruitlefs  Moan^ 
To  Hearts  far  harder  than  the  circling  Stone  ^ 
Where-e'er  the  Widow  wept  in  vain  for  Bread, 
The  Merchant  bankrupt,  or  the  Sailor  dead  ^  [pUinM, 
Where-e'er  the  Orphan,  friendlefs  W retch,  com- 
Who  feels  the  Woes  he  fcarce  can  underftand  ; 
Where-e'er  the  Sick  were  deftin'd  to  fuftain 
Hunger  and  Cold,  and  Solitude  and  Pain  ; 
Where-e'er  the  Poor  groaiiM  at  th'  Oppreffor's  Feet, 
Bore  down  and  trampled  by  the  lawlefs  Great  y 
With  gen'rous  Charity  behold  Her  fly. 
Each  111  to  foften,  and  each  Want  fupply  : 
Not  meaneft  Objeds  'fcap'd  her  daily  Care, 
She  faw,  and  rev'renc'd,  a  Redeemer  there. 
So  faireit  Cherubs  left  their  heavenly  State^ 
When  a  loath'd  Lazar  hnguifli'd  at  the  Gate 
T''  attend  his  Death  they  ftoop'd  with  ready  Wings, 
Courtiers  and  Fav'rites  to  the  King  of  Kings. 

When  God's  Ingh  Summons  bade  her  Virtue  try 
That  one  great  Bulinefs  of  Mankind,  to  die, 
No  confcious  Doubt  her  parting  Soul  difmays. 
No  Guilt  of  idle  or  of  ill-fpent  Days  : 
There  the  ftill  Calm  of  Innocence  appears. 
And  glorious  Hope  th'  expiring  Chriftian  cheers. 
Welcomes  the  Hour  that  ends  Her  worldly  Toil, 
And  greets  the  King  of  Terrors  with  a  Smile. 
Love's  ftronger  Flame,  when  vital  Heat  retir'd, 
A  while,  with  Warmth,  her  dying  Breaft  infpir'd 
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An  Hufband,  Parent,  Child,  her  Soul  detains, 
And  flops  the  Chillnefs  in  her  ebbing  Veins  ; 
7^othefe,ev'n  then,  fome  pious  Thoughts  were  giv'n} 
Thefe  ftay'd  th*  afcending  Spirit  from  its  Heav'n. 
O  !  who  fhall  now  the  Orphan's  Lofs  repair  ? 
Whofe  Arm  fliall  clafp  them  with  a  Mother^s  Care  ? 
Who  nowfhall  form  theirMindswith  heav'nly  Truth, 
And  guide  the  heedlefs  Violence  of  Youth  ; 
Warn  them  to  fliun  the  World's  delufive  Snares^ 
Teach  by  her  Life,  and  guard  them  by  her  Pray'rs  ? 

Forgive  me,  Boyle,  if  deeply  I  bemoan 
The  Lot,  that  foon,  too  foon,  may  prove  my  own  t 
To  part !  — O  bitter  PVuit  of  Sin —  To  part ! 
Pain,  beyond  Language,  to  a  faithful  Heart ! 
No  more  to  meet !  the  Blifs  for  ever  o'er ! 
What  Love  can  bear  the  Thought  — To  meet  no  more  I 
"Vp.q.  r.ovf*.  Divlnf*  vour  Soiil  mav  vet  fuftain^ 

-  -'-3   —  -  .  .  J   -  -       J    J   ■   J 

And  lead,  in  fpite  of  Death,  to  meet  again ; 
May  bid  You  both,  your  Grief  for  ever  o'er. 
In  endlefs  Glory  meet  —  to  fart  no  more. 

On  Philip,  the  Father  of  Alexander. 
From  the  Greek. 

HERE  reft  I  Philip  on  th'  Mgean  Shore,  ^ 
Who  firft  to  Battle  led  Mmathia*^  power,  > 
And  dar'd  what  never  Monarch  dar'd  before  : 
If  there  be  Man,  who  boafts  he  more  has  done. 
To  Me  he  owes  it,  for  He  was  my  Son. 

To 


Poems  on  fever al  Occafions.        1 1 


T'o  Kitty,  a  Poetical Toung  Lady. 
I. 

DEAR  Kiity  \  now  my  Counfel  take, 
Now  is  the  dang'rous  Seafon ; 
If  not,  admit  the  Rhime  to  make 
Atonement  for  the  Reafon. 

II. 

Take  heed,  left  Affluence  beguile. 
Left  Pride  fhould  over-powV  ye, 

Now  kinder  Fortune  feems  to  fmile, 
With  Profpeft  of  a  Dowry, 

riL 

If  e'er  in  other  Sphere  you  move, 

J.^LK^   Tl'^  

Take  heed  the  Station  does  not  prove 
The  worfe  for  Kitty^s  wearing. 

IV. 

If  from  Simplicity  You  range, 

If  Shew  and  Form  controll  Ye, 
Your  Charms  to  Ughnefs  you'll  change. 

Your  Prudence  into  Folly. 

V. 

For  Affectation  looks  fo  foul. 

When  Man  or  Maid  it  feizes  ; 
That  neither  then  the  nobleft  Soul, 

Nor  faireft  Body,  pleafes. 
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VI. 

Whoe'er  to  play  the  Coxcomb's  Part 
By  niggard  Nature's  driv'n. 

May  Pardon  find  ;  but  Fools  by  Art 
Can  never  be  forgiven. 

VII. 

Remember  You,  for  Others  will. 
That  Woman  is  a  Creature, 

Of  Flatt'ry  vain,  expos'd  to  111, 
And  doubly  frail  by  Nature. 

VIII. 

Should  (he  for  Art  and  Learning  glow, 
Applaufe  and  Glory  wooing, 

On  lofty  Verfe  her  Time  beftow. 
As  You  may  now  be  doing  ^ 
IX. 

Yet  ftill,  to  rule  her  Houfe  aright 
Would  better  far  become  her. 

Than  to  furpafs  the  nobleft  Flight 
In  Milton  or  in  Homer. 

X. 

What  tho'  her  Youth  may  Hearts  engai 
Her  Bloom  will  quickly  leave  her  5 

The  certain  5poil  of  coming  Age, 
If  'fcaping  from  a  Fever. 

XI. 

What  tho'  her  Wit  ftiould  never  fail  ? 

How  few  will  long  endure  her  ? 
The  Ship  that  Ballaft  wants^  by  Sail 

Is  overfet  the  furer. 
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XII. 

Who  jefts  alike  on  Friends^and  Foes, 

With  Raillery  all  retorting ; 
Her  Folly  fhe  in  Earneft  (hows. 

And  only  Wit  in  Sporting, 
XIIL 

*Tis  hard  to  govern  witty  Spleen ; 

Time,  Perfon,  Place,  be  chofen : 
*Tis  more  one  Satire  to  keep  in. 

Than  'tis  to  make  a  Thoufand, 
XIV. 

Suppofe  a  Damfel,  unconfin'd 

By  Decency  or  Duty, 
Exulting  in  her  haughty  Mind, 

With  Riches,  Wit,  and  Beauty : 
XV. 

Her  Treafure,  more  than  Mifer's  Eye 

By  South-Sea  aim'd  at  getting. 
Enough  all  forfeit  Land  to  buy. 

Nay  all  the  Land  of  Britain  : 
XVI- 

A  Cleveland  for  her  Beauty  nam'd. 

Than  Dorchejier  more  witty  ; 
For  Learning  more  than  Rljlob  fam'd^ 

For  Poetry,  than  Kitty  : 
XVIL 

If  ftie  does  nought  but  fwell  and  brag^ 

Her  Talents  have  undone  her ; 
The  Wife  will  fly  her  like  the  Plague, 

The  Tokens  are  upon  her. 

XVIII. 
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XVIIL 

What's  Beauty,  Wealth,  and  Wit  befidef 

Nor  God  nor  Man  will  love  her ; 
For  tho'  ftie  were  an  Angel,  Pride 
Will  make  a  Devil  of  her. 


On  the  Statue  of  Alexander. 
From  the  Greek. 

LY  SIP  PUS'  Art  can  Brafs  with  Life  infpirc. 
Show  Alexander's  Features  and  his  Fire ; 
The  Statue  feems  to  fay  with  up-caft  Eye, 
Beneath  My  Rule  the  Globe  of  Earth  fhall  lye  s  ( 
Be  Thou,  O  Jove^  contented  with  thy  Sky.  3 

On  XERXES. 

HIS  March,  whom  o'er  main  Land  hIsNavy  bears. 
Who  walks  o'er  Ocean,  changing  Nature's 
Ways, 

The  Mars  of  Sparta  with  three  hundred  Spears 
Obftrufted;  blufh,  ye  Mountains  and  ye  Seas. 


THE 


THE 

ILIAD  in  a  Nurihell : 

O  R 

HOMERS  BATTLE 

OF  THE 

FROGS  and  MICE. 

lUuftrated  with  NOTES. 


„.  .  — u  Age,  qu2efo, 

Tu  nihil  in  magno  dodlus  reprendis  Homero  ?  Hor. 
7hefe  are  the  Divine  BcUneJJes,  nvhich  in  their  njery  Nature 
pro'voke  Ignorance  and  Short -Jtghtednefs  to  fhe^  thcn?fehes* 

Pope's  Notes. 

I  (will  not  only  Jhenv  the  Feats  they  do^ 
But  gi'ue you  all  their  Reafons  for too. 

Prolbgue  to  the  Rehearsal. 


To  the  Right  Honourable 


My  LORD, 

As  Your  Lordship  does  not  efl-eem  it  any 
Accompliftiment  to  forget  whatever  you 
learnt  at  the  Univer/tty^  I  hope  it  is  no  Prefump- 
tion  to  infcribe  to  you  the  following  Poem^  tranf- 
lated  from  the  Greek:  Your  Lordship  will  be 
a  Judge,  how  much  latitude  it  is  done  with,  as 
well  as  how  far  that  Liberty  is  pardonable. 
I  Homer  is  by  a  few  bold  Men  faid  to  have  many 
Faults :  But  moft  of  the  Criticks  inufl:  upon  it^ 
that  where-ever  any  thing  like  an  Error  appears 
in  that  great  Author,  the  Blame  is  to  be  charged 
wholly  upon  the  Reader  : 

Nor  is  it  Homer  nods^  hut  We  that  dream. 

I  have  endeavoured  to  take  in  as  many  of 
his  difputed  Beauties  as  my  PJan  would  admit, 
efpecially  his  Machinery,  wliich  I  doubt  not  will 
be  highly  agreeable  to  all  the  Admirers  of  the 
Marvellous^ 

K  Ic 


DEDICATION. 

It  is  needlefs  to  attempt  a  laboured  Encomium 
of  the  Original,  which  is  perhaps  the  beft  as  well 
as  oldefl:  Burlefque  in  the  World  \  fince  the  Iliad^ 
fo  neceflary  for  underflanding  the  Intention  of  it, 
is  now  in  every  Englijh  Reader's  Hands,  and  as 
much  faid  for  it  as  perhaps  the  Wit  of  Man  can 
urge.  Si  Pergama  dextrd  defendi pojfent .  But  how- 
foever  this  faint  Imitation  may  be  received  by 
the  World,  my  Experience  of  Your  Lords-hip's 
Friendftiip  aflures  me  no  Trifle  will  be  unac- 
ceptable to  You  which  gives  me  an  Opportu- 
nity of  declaring  myfelf,  with  all  Sincerity  and 
Gratitude, 


jV^LORD- 

Tour  Lordjhifs  mojl  Obliged 

and  Obedient  Humble  Servant^ 


S.  WESLEY, 


THE 


Battle  of  the  Frogs  and  Mice. 
I. 

YOUR  Aid,  Ye  Heav'n-borni^«/^5,  hither  bring. 
Who fung  thewandringGr^^i  and  Ilium' sW^rs^ 
Hard  Argument  for  mortal  Bard  I  fmg. 
The  Sport  tumultuous  of  Revenger  Mars. 
How  Mice  renown'd  with  Frogs  2.V7zr  maintala'd,  5 

For  Fame,  for  Vengeance,  and  for  Empire  ftrove, 
While  each  Side  fternly  fought,  yet  neither  gain'd 

The  hard-fought  Field ;  Mean-time  Sky-ruling 
In  equal  Balance  pois'd  their  Fortunes  long; 
Dire  Arms,  and  Wounds,  and  Deaths  fiiali  fill  the  ad- 

[vent'rousSong. 

Verfe  i.  Tour  Aid]  BoJJu  acquaints  i^s  the  Invocation  is 
iiecellary,  becaufe  the  Poet  reports  what  he  cannot  be  fup- 
pofed  to  know,  if  fome  Deity  had  not  infpired  him ;  not 
that  the  Mufe  lignifies  any  thing  elfe  but  the  Qualifications 
requifite  to  Poetry. 

Ibid.  Mufes^  The  Poet,  to  win  the  Attention  of  the  Reader, 
and  warning  us  he  is  about  to  relate  fomething  furprizing, 
invokes  not  one  Mufe,  but  the  whole  Number. 

f.^.  Mars]  As  the  Invocation  is  addreffed  to  the  Gods, 
fo  the  Propofition  mentions  them,  and  the  Narration  is  full 
of  them  ;  and  they  occafion  the  Marvellous  in  Epick  :  BoJJu, 

f.  8.  Jonjc']  He  has  as  much  to  do  in  the  Commonv/ealth 
of  ^fop,  as  the  States  of  Homer y  witnefs  his  appointing 
Kings  over  the  Frogs.  Id. 

f.  9.  Ballance]  ^fchylus  wrote  a  Tragedy  upon  Jupite/s 
Scales,  and  Virgil  copied  them. 

K  2  IL 


2^o  rucrns  OH  jcvufac  Occq/wns. 


II. 

Scap'cl  from  Grimalkin's  cruel  rending  Claws, 
A  thirfty  Moufe  fought  the  refrefhing  Flood  ; 

His  Whifkers,  downy  Beard,  and  weary  Paws, 
With  Hquid  Sweet  delighted,  he  bedew'd. 

Him  thus  accofts  a  native  of  the  Streams,  15 

0  Thou  from  foreign  Realms  arriving  here. 
With  Truth,  for  Truth  the  Virtuous  well  befeems. 

Thy  Name,  thy  Nation,  and  thy  Rank  declare  s 
My  deftin'd  Gueft,  if  Thee  I  haply  fee, 
A  Gueft  for  Monarchs  fit,  and  not  unworthy  Me.  20 
III. 

Me  to  Great  Peleus^  on  the  Banks  of  Po^ 

The  fair  Hydromedufa  joyful  bore ; 
Me  for  their  Lord  thefe  watry  Regions  know. 

And  flime-born  Frogs  revere  my  dreaded  Pow'r  ; 
Phyfigitathus  my  Name,  refounded  far.  25 

Thee  too,  when  at  near  Approach  I  view'd, 
Thofe  Arms  uncouth,  and  Limbs  defign'd  for  War, 

The  Prince,  the  Stranger,  and  the  Warriourftiew'd  : 

f.  I  c.  Him  thus  accofis]  A  Frog  may  as  eafily  be  fuppof- 
ed  to  {peak  as  Xanthus  the  Horfe  of  Achilles :  Indeed  the 
Epopea  afTumes  a  Liberty  very  like  that  of  ^fop>  The  Dif- 
courfe  between  Juno  and  jEolus^  and  what  Neptune  faid  to 
Zephyrus  and  Bo-reas,  have  as  little  Truth  and  Probability  as 
the  latercourfe  betv/een  the  City  and  Country  Moufe :  Bojpu 

1  .21.  Me]  Self-Coramendation  is  very  common  in  Epick 
Heroes;  and  Virgil  makes  jE?ieas  ^^y  of  himfelf,  Sumfius, 

Ibid  Pelcus}  A  Name  from  Mud.  The  Father  of  Achilles 
was  fo  called. 

ibid.  Pi?]  There  were  three  Eridani,  or)e  in  Heaven, 
anotlier  on  Earth,  and  a  third  in  Hell :  that  on  Earth  is 
here  intei  ided. 

22.  Hxdromedjifa]  A  Ruler  in  the  Waters. 
f  2^,  Phjvntathis']  O.e  who  fweilshis  Che:jks. 

'     ^  Thy 
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Thy  Perfon  fpeaks  thee  Great,  'tis  regal  all. 
Thy  Port  and  Mein  auguft,  thy  Stature  comely  tall  30 

IV. 

The  Stranger  anfw'ring  fpake,  PJicharpax  I, 

To  Gods  and  Men  throughout  the  world  am  known, 
Where-e'er  or  Foot  can  tread,  or  Wing  can  fly. 

And  is  my  Name  unheard  by  Thee  alone  ? 
By  either  Parent  I  of  Monarchs  Tpring  3  35 

Divine  Troxartes  is  my  Royal  Sire, 
Letchomyle  the  Daughter  of  a  King 

Maternal  Honour  claims  

Unparallel'd  for  wondrous  Beauty  fhe, 
Matchlefs  for  fcepter'd  Rule  and  wide  Dominion  He, 

V. 

But  fmce  on  folid  Land  I  place  my  Blifs, 

Since  Thou  in  Lakes  or  Marfhes  doft  remain. 
Can  Friendftiip  fpring,  where  Likenefs  none  there  is  ? 

Likenefs,  the  fureft  Link  of  Friendfhip's  Chain. 
Rich  Meats  my  nicely-judging  Palate  pleafe,  45 

And  Boards  where  choiceft  Delicates  abound ; 
The  creamy  Curd,  the  roughly-coated  Cheefe, 

The  well-fiU'd  Salver,  beautifully  round  : 

3^.  30.  taWji  HighCharadlers  fliould  be  plac'd  upon  Bodies 
of  the  largeft  Size,  and  lineft  Make :  BoJJu. 

31.  Pftcharpax^  One  who  plunders  Graineries. 
j^.  36.  Troxartes}  A  Bread- eater. 
37.  Leichomyle}  A  Licker  of  Meal. 

}^.38.  Maternal  Honour  claims  ]  The  Hemijlicks  of 

Virgil  have  been  much  admired  by  fome  very  learned  Cri- 
ticks,  who  feem  to  be  of  opinion,  that  a  Verfe  is  oftentimes 
the  more  perfeft,  the  lefs  'tis  finifhed. 

K  3  Delights 
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Delights  of  Man,  and  honey'd  Cakes  I  love, 
Ambrofial  honey'd  Cakes,  Food  for  Saturnian  Ji^v/* 

VI. 

What  Man's  inventive  Luxury  could  find, 

Have  I  unbought  by  Gold  or  Sweat  enjby'd  ; 
Nor  yet  could  Pleafure's  Charms  unnerve  my  Mind, 

In  A<9:s  of  famous  Chivalry  employ'd  : 
When  ^gainft  my  Foemen  I  advance  my  Spear  55 

Oppofing  to  their  Ranks  my  fev'nfold  Shield, 
I  teach  the  Viftor  Warrior  how  to  fear. 

And  hardy  Veterans  to  my  Prowefs  yeild ; 
Nor  fhun  I  deadly  Danger's  glorious  Sight, 
Higheft  in  Pow'r  and  Rule,  and  foremoft  in  the  Fight. 

VII. 

Not  Man  himfelf,  not  Giant  Man  I  dread, 

But  frequent  to  his  Couch  undaunted  creep; 
Infult  triumphant  o'er  his  pillow'd  Head, 

Afiail  his  Hands,  and  interrupt  his  Sleep. 
By  Force  unaided,  he  by  fecret  Train  65 

To  work  my  Fate,  his  wily  Engine  bends  \ 
Where  profer'd  Banquet  covers  certain  Bane, 

And  Death  infidious  from  a  Wire  depends. 
My  Steps  with  hoftile  Ken  Grimalkin  eyes  ; 
At  me,  with  Talons  arm'd,  the  Bird  of  Pallas  flies, 

70.  Bird  of  Pallas]  This  was  the  antient  Emblem  of 
Wifdoni,  as  it  is  the  modern  one  of  Folly.  It  is  unaccounta- 
ble that  this  PafTage  ftiould  be  left  without  any  Explanation 
in  the  firft  Edition  ;  for  many  a  Fine  Gentleman  knows 
nothing  of  Pallas^  but  would  prefently  be  acquainted  with 
this  Bird,  when  told  in  plain  Englilh,  'tis  an  Owl. 
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Grimalkin  moft,  fo  Jove  ordains,  I  fear. 

Of  Elimoufer  fierce  the  fiercer  Son  ^ 
Whofe  Malice  ever  watchful,  ever  near, 

Rqtir'd  to  chinky  Labyrinths,  I  fliun  : 
Impervious  Creeks  fecure  Retreat  all  01  d ,  '7  s 

Your  foreign  P'are  incurious  I  defpife, 
The  wat'ry  Radifti,  and  th'  infipid  Gourd, 

And  taftelefsGreens,which  Frogs  amphibious  prizes 
Danger  might  Change  enfue  s  my  prefent  State 
Unenvy'd  let  me  keep,  nor  envy  Others'  Fate.  8q 
IX, 

Phyftgnathus  half  fmiling,  foft  reply'd, 

Thy  Princely  Virtues  thou  haft  largely  told. 
Thou  feem'ft  in  Meats  to  place  peculiar  Pride, 

Land-bred,  defpifing  what  the  Waters  hold. 
Amphibious  Frogs  can  greater  Wonders  fliow,  85 

If  now  thou  lift  a  Journey  new  t'  aflay^ 
Countries  remote  and  Manners  ftrange  to  know, 

Paft  without  Peril  is  the  wat'ry  W ay, 
Plac'd  on  my  Back,  Thou  may'ft  fccurely  ride, 
While  I  with  flcilful  Strokes  difpart  the  yielding  Tide. 

f.ji.fo  Jo^e  ordains, Innumerable  are  thelnftances  of 
Warriors  charging  their  Fears  upon  the  Gods ;  nothing  lefs 
than  Immortals  iliould  ever  flop  a  Diomede  or  Ajax.  The 
like  Excufe  is  ufed  even  by  the  Gods  themfelves,  in  favour 
of  OiFenders ; 

l^on  till  Tyndaridis  fades  innjifa  Laccence^ 

Culpatus've  Paris  

72.  Elimouferl  T  he  Word  Cat  being  very  familiar,  is 
avoided  as  too  low.  It  is  requifite  alfo  to  inform  the  Curious, 
that  not  only  Eliinoufer  himfelf,  but  his  Son  Grimalkin  was 
of  that  Species :  for  without  this  Caution,he  might  be  though  t 
of  a  different  kind,  which  is  very  frequent  in  Poetry,  witnefs 
Jupiter  and  his  Offspring  Sarpedon,  and  many  others. 

K4  X. 
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X. 

He  fpoke ;  his  Shoulders  low  the  Monarch  bend^, 

Pficharpax^  clafping  clofe  his  flimy  Neck, 
The  profer'd  Seat  hght-vauhing  foon  afcends. 

And  rides  triumphant  o'er  the  Subjedl  Lake. 
While  yet  the  Banks,  receding  by  degrees,  95 

Not  quite  conceaPd  in  rifing  Waters  lay, 
"The  Swimmer's  Guife  uncouth  well-pleas'd  he  fees, 

Whofe  Art  and  Strength  united  win  his  way. 
High  o'er  the  fwelling  Waves  his  Limbs  were  fpread. 
Floated  his  Bofom  prone,  upheav'd  his  dewy  Head. 
XL 

Soon  as  his  native  Land  appeared  no  more, 

The  trembling  Moufe  ftiook  with  unwonted  Fears : 
It  booted  nought  his  Raftinefs  to  deplore, 

Or  ftied  with  ill-tim'd  Grief  repentant  Tears  : 
With  ftrifteft  Gripe  he  clings,  with  fhrilling  Plaints 

Lamenting  loud,  the  diftant  Shores  he  fills; 
His  Fear-fick  Heart  with  Throbs  unufual  pants, 

Approaching  Death  his  Soul  with  Horror  thrills. 
To  Gods  fupreme  he  fends  his  fuppliant  Pray'r, 
Whofe  unavailing  Sounds  are  'fperft  in  idle  Air.  iio 

1 10.  Whofe  una^jailingl  Prayers  of  good  men  are  com- 
monly fuccefsful  in  Epick ;  PJicharpax  had  been  guilty  of 
great  Indifcretion,  to  hazard  his  Life  for  mere  Curiofity.— 
It  is  obfervable,  there  is  not  one  Simile  in  the  Poem  to  this 
Place,  which  is  above  a  feventh  Part  of  the  whole.  Dr.  Clarke y 
who  feems  as  good  a  Critick  as  a  Divine,  points  out  the 
fame  Beauty  in  the  firfl:  Iliad,  'Tis  true,  Mr.  Addifon  declares 
he  Ihould  hardly  have  thought  the  worfe  of  it,  if  it  had  as 
many  as  the  firfl;  JEneid:  However  it  could  not  then  have 
been  fo  fimple;  nay,  perhaps  it  might  have  been  more  fo 
flill,  had  the  Poet  left  out  two  Words,  wherein  he  com- 
pares Thcehus  to  the  Night,  and  Thetis  to  a  Mill. 
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XII. 

As  erft  Europa^  on  Phanicia^s  Strand, 

Was  mounted  fportive  on  Saturnian  Jove ; 
When  fwift  th'  enamour'd  Bull  forfook  the  Land, 

Bearing  to  diftant  Crete  his  Freight  of  Love  : 
She  wail'd  her  Country  loft,  nor  hopM  Return,  115 

For  inftant  Death  the  rifing  Surges  threat ; 
With  trembling  Hand  fhe  grafp'd  his  bending  Horn, 

High  from  the  Waves  flie  ftirunk  her  quiv'ring  Feet ; 

Shrieking  unheard  ;  nor  Objedl  meets  her  Eyes, 

Save  broad  and  boundlefs  Seas,  and  wide  expanded 

[Skies. 

XIII. 

So  far'd  the  Prince  whom  o'er  th'  extended  Lake 

Lightfoot  Pelides  on  his  Shoulders  bear. 
When  lo !  tremendous  Sight !  a  crefted  Snake, 

Whofe  blood -fhot  Eyes  glar'd  terrible  from  far, 
Eredt,  with  Scales  of  Gold  his  Bofom  glowM,  125 

While  far  behind  his  waving  Wreaths  extend  \ 
The  Frog,  unmindful  of  his  Godlike  Load, 

Deferts  difmay'd  his  newly-chofen  Friend, 

f.  III.  As  erftl  Some  fay  Homer  has  given  the  Gods  fuch 
Manners,  as  turn  them  into  mere  Swine:  Boffu,  Here  ynpiter 
is  changed  into  a  Brute  indeed,  but  into  one  of  a  nobler 
Species,  tho'  in  Manners,  it  muft  be  owned,  inclined  to 
Lafcivioufnefs. 

izz.  Light-foot  Pelides]  It  js  not  ftrange  to  give  Epithets 
to  Perfons  upon  Occafions  which  have  no  Relation  to  thera; 
Boihau,  As  may  appear  even  from  Virgil fometimeo ; 

^uem  Pius  JEneas  didis  affatur  amaris. 
ir.iiy.  God- like.     1 3 1 .  Divine]  This  Phrafe  is  not  ufed 
to  fignify  Perfedion,  but  fome  particular  Qualification  or 
Advantage.  Patroclus  is  called  equal  to  a  God,  v^hen  he  is 
lighting  a  Fire,  ~  Etijfathius. 

K  5  His 
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His  deftin'd  Gueft  ;  to  fiiun  th'  unequal  Foe, 
Dives  fudden  to  the  Deep,  and  fwims  fecure  below, 

XIV. 

Loft  in  a  Wild  of  V/aves  the  Moufe  divine, 

Deferted,  helplefs,  comfortlefs,  forlorn. 
Now  headlong  fniks,  emerges  now  fupine. 

And  fpurns  th'  unfolid  Wave,  a  while  up-born. 
Vain  ftrugling,  his  enfeebled  Strength  impairs,  135 

Striving  t'  avoid  inevitable  Fate : 
But  as  his  Force  grows  lefs,  his  moiftenM  Hairs 

His  Limbs  o'erburthen  with  rodoubled  Weight. 
Yet  e'er  the  flitting  Life  her  hold  forfook. 
Oft  rifmg,  fmking  oft,  thefe  winged  Words  he  fpoke. 

XV. 

Shalt  Thou  Phyfignaihus ^  PJicharpa^c  flay, 

Whom  Thou  in  equal  Field  durft  never  face  ; 
Thy  more  than  Match  in  ev'ry  Martial  Play, 

In  Grapling  ftronger,  fleeter  for  the  Race? 
My  Death,  Pelides  may  repent  too  late,  145 

If  injur'd  Themis  hear  my  dying  Cries; 
In  Arms  my  Subjects  may  revenge  my  Fate, 

For  Thunder-loving  Jove  has  righteous  Eyes : 

Then  Thou — Th'Abyfs  his  fmkingTrunk  receives. 

His  haughty  Soul  out-breath'd  her  Corfe  reludtant 

[leaves. 

ir.  !46.  T^heJTiis  the  Goddefs  of  Juftice. 

■j^.  149.  Then  thou  —  ]  It  was  the  Opinion  of  the  Antients, 
that  Heroes,  juft  upon  the  Point  of  Death,  had  the  Gift  of 
Prophecy. 

XVL 
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XVI. 

Nigh  the  Lake's  Marge  a  Moufe  there  haply  flood 

Leichopinax^hdd  by  Pftcharpax  dear. 
The  Prince's  Cries  re-ecchoing  from  the  Flood, 

With  well-known  Sounds  pierc'd  his  attentive  Ear. 
Abundant  Tears  he  ftied,  and  mad  with  Grief  155 

Howl'd  dire,  but  filenc'd  with  redounding  Sighs, 
In  hopes  of  Vengance  plac'd  his  fole  Relief  \ 

Quick  to  Troxartes  King  of  Mice  he  flies. 
The  unwelcome  News  impatient  to  relate, 
The  Frog^s  unkingly  Crime,  and  young  Pficharpax^s 

[Fate. 

XVil. 

Rage  fir'd  the  King,  tho'  now  the  Ev'ning  Sun 

Hafted  declining  to  his  Weftern  Home, 
Yet  fwift  as  Thouglil  the  fweet- voic'd  Heralds  run. 

The  Peers  to  fummon  to  Troxartes^  Dome. 
Soon  as  the  rofy-fingcr'd  Morn  appeared  165 

To  Gods  immortal,  and  to  mortal  Man  ; 
Up  from  his  Couch  divine  Troxartes  rear'd, 

(His  Nobles  met)  the  great  Confult  began: 
Paternal  Care  lour'd  in  his  clouded  Look, 
While  to  th' Aflemblythus  th'up-rifmgMonarch  fpoke. 

XVIII. 

Ye  Mice  belov'd.  Lords,  Nobles,  Barons,  Peers, 
Slain  is  the  Heir  of  our  Imperial  Throne  j 

War  unprovoked,  the  Publick  juftly  fears, 
Tho'  yet  the  War  is  fall'n  on  Me  alone : 

f  .is^i  Leichopinax}  A  Licker  of  Dilhes. 

K  6  Three 
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Three  Sons,  of  nuptial  Joys  the  Pledges  dear,  175 

F rom  me  their  lucklefs  Father  have  been  rent 
By  Stars  adverfe  :  My  firft  and  eldeft  Care, 

In  Flow'r  of  Years,  on  youthful  Play  intent, 
Whilft  he  his  Cave  incautious  did  forego. 
By  ftern  Grimalkin  fell,  our  never-fated  Foe,  180 
XIX. 

The  next  had  liv'd,  had  not  inhuman  Man 

With  novel  Art  hatch'd  an  accurft  Device; 
The  treach'rous  Door  afforded  Entrance  plain,, 

Avoidlefs  Ruin  to  believing- 7l//V^, 
By  Men  a  Moufe-trap  nam'd  :  This  Engine  dire. 

My  fecond  Hope  from  Life  and  Empire  tore  ; 
Heedlefs  he  touch'd  a  latent  magick  Wire, 

Down  fell  felf-closM  th'^  irrevocable  Door : 
Imprifon'd  fure>  when  leaft  fufpe<3:ing  Guile, 
Dying  he  found  too  late  th'  inhofpitable  Wile.  190 
XX. 

Pficharpax^  well-lov'd  Prince,  did  yet  remain, 

To  Me,  and  to  his  fondling  Mother  dear. 
Whom  late  Pelides  King  of  Frogs  has  flain. 

Nor  Funeral  Warlings  can  attend  his  Bier. 
War,  War  at  once,  let  all  our  Realms  declare. 

If  W rongs  provoke,  orThirft  of  Vengence  warms  j 
Inftant  our  Swords  an<i  Lances  v/e  prepare. 

Our  Limbs  adorning  bright  in  tempered  Arms, 

jr.  194.  Nor  funeral  Wai lings']  The  Lofs  of  Burial  was 
cfleemed  a  very  great  AlEidtion,  v/e  have  not  any  Records 
left  concerning  the  manner  how  Mice  buried  their  Dead : 
An  enquiry  into  that  Piece  of  Antiquity  would  be  highly 
£atisfa6lory  to  the  Curious. 
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He  fpoke ;  the  Mice  obey  their  King's  Commands, 
Rage  fwell'd  their  glowing  Breafts,  and  arm'd  their 

[mighty  Hands. 

XXI. 

From  azure  Heav'n  alights  deftroying  Mart^ 

Who  Wars  and  Blood  his  favage  pleafure  made 
T'  equip  the  Mice ;  and  calls  the  needful  Art 

Of  Vulcan^  Lemnian  Limper,  to  his  Aid : 
Blackfmith  divine !  vafl:  Strokes  on  Anvils  beat^  205 

His  Tafk  inceflant  huge  Pyracmon  plies; 
Whole  Lemnos  glows,  'till  now  the  Work  compleat. 

Thick  groves  of  polilh'd  Needles  bright  arife  : 
Needles,  that  warlike  Lances  reprefent. 
Needles,  the  brazen  Gift  of  Mars  armipotent,  2ia 

XXII. 

Led  by  the  God  through  Midnight's  blackeft  Gloom, 
The  Warrior  Mice^  a  bold  Excurfion  make  ; 

f.201.  Mart,]  By  an  Archaifmus  for  Mars:  fee  Spencer, 
He  was  the  God  of  War,  by  whom  Areithous  had  his  Ar= 
inour  given  him  :  allegorically  he  fignifies  Brutal  Force. 

jr.  204.  Viilcan^l  The  God  of  Fire,  who  made  the  Ar- 
mour of  Glaucus,  Achilles^  Sec,  It  is  the  Happinefs  of  a  Poet 
to  raife  the  obfcureft  Circumftances  into  the  ftrongeft  Point 
of  Light:  — Eufiathius,  Mars  muft  be  owned  as  proper  a 
Perfon  to  defire  this  Favour  of  Vulcan,  in  behalf  of  thofe 
who  had  never  offended  him,  as  Venus  was  in  Virgil  to  de- 
fire  it  for  her  illegitimate  Son.  A  Woman  in  thefe  Days 
would  not  be  very  likely  to  prevail  with  her  Spoufe,  by 
putting  him  in  mind  that  /he  had  made  him  a  Cuckold. 

f.zii.  Led]  An  Epick  Poet  fhould  order  the  Machines 
fo,  that  his  Adlion  (hould  fland  in  no  need  of  them.  How 
many  Gods  does  Virgil  w.^kt  ufe  of  to  raife  a  Storm,  which 
happened  at  the  rifmg  Orion  ?  Tis  well  obferved,  Dii  nifi 

data 
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The  Stalks  of  Beans,  nowpaft  their  flow'ry  Bloom, 
Gnawniheer  for  Greaves  th'  audacious  Spoilers  take  \ 

Squadrons  well- booted  !  Lo,  a  nobler  Prey  215 
The  Trunk  of  Elimoufer  fpread  the  Land  : 

Home  they  with  toil  the  fpacious  Hide  convey. 
Which  Tychius,  Princeof Leather-dreflers,  tann'd : 

A  Moufe  far-faniM  ;  this  for  their  Shields  they  bore. 
As  erft  Nemean  Spoils  renownM  Jlcides  wore.  220 

XXIII. 

Strong  NutChels  Cafks  of  Proof  their  Temples  guard, 

Nodded  their  Crefts  of  EUmoufer^s  Hair. 
And  now  the  valiant  Mice  for  Fight  prepar'd, 

Thick-thronging,  rufh  by  thoufands  to  the  War. 
So  from  an  hollow'd  Rock,  at  Spring's  Return,  225 

The  Bees  their  fwarming  Nations  endlefs  pour. 
Which  here  by  Winds  difperft  aloft  are  borne, 

Their  fall  in  Clufters  on  the  vernal  Flow'r. 
A  dreadful  Gleam  their  polilli'd  Needles  yield. 
And  auburn Nutfliel  Helms imbrown  theverdantfield. 

XXIV. 

Of  hoftile  Armies  rais'd  and  Dangers  near. 
Fame  to  the  Frogs  the  direful  Tidings  bore ; 

Fhyfignathus^  appall'd  with  guilty  Fear, 
Summoned  his  watry  Legions  to  the  Shore, 

Tp  learn  the  dreaded  Truth ;  th'  imperial  Tent 
Is  rais'd  on  Land,  the  flimy  Nobles  mett, 

data  occajione  nocere  non  pojjunti  —  BoiTu.  Thus  the  Mice 
might  haveknaw'd  a  few  Bean-ftalks  without  any  Affiilance 
from  two  Divinities,  but  then  the  Adlion  had  not  been  fo  fit 
for  the  Epopea, 

Couixll 
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Council  auguft !  when  by  Ti'oxartes  fent 

Enter'd  the  Camp,  Emhafichytrus  great, 
Grac'd  with  a  Herald's  Crown,  a  gallant  Moufe^ 
More  than  his  Sire  renown'd,  his  Sire  Tyroglyphus,  240 
XXV. 

Intent  and  filent  flood  the  Lake-born  Bands. 

Ye  Frogs  amphibious,  dauntlefs  he  began. 
Divine  Troxartes  King  oi  Mice  demands 

Impartial  Vengeance  for  his  murder'd  Son  : 
Whom  late  feduc'd  by  fome  deceitful  Train  245 

From  Land,  where  fubjeft  Af/V^  might  help  or  hear. 
Light-foot  Pelides  King  of  Frogs  has  flain. 

Nor  Funeral  Wailings  can  attend  his  Bier: 
Or  yield  to  Death  deferv'd  your  guilty  Guide, 
Or  profFer'd  War  accept ;  accept,  and  be  defy'd.  250 
XXVI. 

This  fpoke,  retir'd  Emhafichytrus  bold, 
The  Watry  Nation  trembled  at  his  Threat : 

f,  238.  Emhafichytrus']  A  Creeper  into  Pots. 

if,  240.  Tyroglyphus.']  A  Cheefe-fcooper.  TheantientPoeta 
feem  to  have  been  endued  by  Apollo  with  the  Property  of 
knowing  all  Things  paft,  prefent,  and  to  come,  which  a 
careful  Reader  may  perceive  by  their  Writings.  This  was 
probably  the  very  Moufe  which  was  caught  in  a  Trap  by 
Taffy  ;  and  I  wonder  he  was  not  named  by  the  Author  of 
Mufcipula ;  who  has  alfo  over  looked  another  Teftimony  of 
the  Antiquity  of  the  IVelJh  in  Virgil^  who  mentions  E^mns 
in  his  jEneid,  Necnon  E^antem  Phrygium. 

Sr.  248.  Nor  fu7ieral  Wailings']  Repetitions  are  beft  when 
left  to  the  Reader's  Pleafure  to  make  whenever  he  fees  oc- 
cafion,  by  which  he  may  deferve  as  much  Reputation  as  the 
Author  himfelf  could  have  merited  by  thofe  Flowers :  If  a 
long  Book  muft  needs  be  had,  'tis  but  going  over  any  Part 
again  and  again,  and  the  Work  is  done. 

When 
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When  ftrait  t'  inflame  anew  their  Courage  cold. 
Light-foot  P elides  ftarted  from  his  Seat : 

No  !  by  this  Scepter's  facred  Wood  I  fwear,  255 
Hereditary  Pledge  of  Royal  Pow'r, 

Which  dying  Peleus  gave  to  Me  his  Heir, 
Which  erft  our  great  Progenitors  had  bore. 

Through  Centuries  of  Years  delivered  down 
From  Hydroccstes  old,  firft  Founder  of  our  Throne. 


Slain  by  himfelf,  the  Princely  Moufe  expir'd. 

Nor  fell  untimely  by  Your  Monarch's  Crime  ; 
But  near  the  Lake,  while  envious  he  admir'd 

How  youthful  Tadpoles  wantonM  in  their  Prime, 
Steer'd  by  their  Strength  of  Tail,  like  them  he  fought 

To  fwim,  which  Nature  has  to  Mice  deny'd  ; 
Prefumptious  Reptile  !  foon  th'  audacious  Thought 

Dear-rueing  overwhelm'd  in  Waves  he  dyM. 
Nor  War,  nor  Vengeance  to  his  Ghoft  is  due. 
Like  Fatelhould  all  expeft,  who  dare  to  rival  You, 


Like  Fate  let  all  the  treach'rous  Lineage  end. 
If  prudent  Frogs /ny  timely  Counfel  take, 

255.  Nof  hy  this']  The  Scepter  Vv^as  the  folemnOath 
of  Kings  I  Virgil  and  Valerius  Flaccus  imitate  Homer  in  mak- 
ing it  fo.  It  poetically  acquaints  us  with  the  high  Defcent 
and  hereditary  Right  of  the  Hero. 

i/.  260.  Hydrocatesi  One  who  lives  in  the  Waters. 

Slain  by  himfelf]  It  cannot  be  denied  that  Phy* 
fi  nathiis  fwears  to  a  Lie ;  but  it  mull  be  confidered,  fays 
Bojfu^  The  great  Art  of  Kings  is  the  Myflery  of  Diffimu- 
lation.  This  is  the  Character  which  the  Greek  Poet  gives 
^lyjfeu  and  it  is  reprefented  as  a  true  and  folid  Virtue, 
and  mnmended  by  Minernja  herfelf. 


XXVIL 


XXVIII. 
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Rang'd  on  the  Bank  their  Onfet  to  attend, 
Where  the  fteep  Brow  hangs  pendent  o'er  the  Lake ; 

His  adverfe  Moufe  each  by  the  Helmet  feize,  275 
And  fudden  grappling  caft  him  headlong  down  ; 

Safe  will  we  leap  the  wonted  Precipice 
At  once,  and  diving  deep  their  Army  drown, 

Opprefs'd  with  weighty  Mail,  to  fwini  unfkiU'd : 
So  fhall  we  win  with  eafe  an  uncontefted  Field.  28^ 

XXIX. 

Laden  with  Spoils,  viftorious  will  we  raife 

A  glorious  Trophy  for  a  Nation  flain. 
He  fpoke  ;  the  ftiouting  Frogs  their  Monarch  praife, 

PitchM  on  the  Bank,  determin'd  to  remain  5 
Forth  from  the  Waves  the  numerous  Squadrons  move. 

Eager  their  liquid  Fortreffes-to  leave. 
Such  was  the  Will  of  Counfel-giving  Jove^ 

And  fage  Minerva^  praftis'd  to  deceive : 

While  wav'ring  Mars  promoting  bloody  Jar, 

Again  from  Heav'n  defcends^  and  arms  them  for  the 

War. 

jr.  2%^.praSlzs*d  to  decei've.]  Miner^'va  perfnaded  the  Tro- 
jans to  break  the  League ;  for  which  Breach  afterwards  Hec- 
tor fell  by  Poetical  Juftice,  whom  Ihe  cheated  and  told  Lies 
to  in  the  Shape  of  Deiphobus^  to  betray  him  into  the  Hands 
of  Achilles  I  but  Prudence  confifts,  we  are  told,  in  Difli- 
mulation. 

f.  289.  While  njoav\ing  Mars'\  It  is  the  Bufinefs  of  this 
God  to  fortify  the  weaker  Side  to  keep  up  the  Broil ;  he 

called  wavering,  becaufe  Viftory  is  always  changing 
Parties, 


XXX. 
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XXX. 

With  MarSy  the  Trident-bearer  Neptune  went. 

The  Ocean's  Sovereign,  and  allotted  Lord, 
And  friendly  Aid  to  Frogs  amphibious  lent, 

For  Frogs  the  watry  Deities  ador'd. 
He  bids  the  Seas  produce  their  fecret  Store,  295 

And  lay  their  Treafures  on  the  neighboring  Strand : 
The  Seas  obfequious  on  the  Banks  out  pour 

Unnumbered  Cockle-fhells  as  thick  as  Sand, 

Diftinft  with  Golden  Specks  of  paleft  Red, 

Rich  various- colour'd  Helms  to  grace  and  guard  the 

Head. 

XXXI. 

Breaft-plates  of  Beets,  of  Mallows  Greaves  theychofe^ 

Becoming  Arms  for  martial  Frogs  to  wear ; 
Thick  Leaves  of  Cabbage  light  their  Shields  compof^, 

Whofe  fpongy  Texture  deads  the  thrilling  Spear: 
Their  Lances  ftiiF were  fliarply  pointed  Reeds  305 

Ereft,  which  far  their  Ev'ning  Shadow  caft. 
Now  Sable-mantled  Night  advanc'd  her  Steeds, 

The  Deities  back  to  Olympus  hafte^ 

^.292.  allotted  Lord,'\  the  eld  eft  Brother  had  the 

Eaft,  Pluto  the  Weft,  and  Neptune  the  Sea.  * 

297.  The  Seas  obfequious'^  See  the  Note  upon  the  arm- 
ing the  Mice,  /.  2 1 1 .  to  which  may  be  added  this  fine  Re- 
mark of  the  laft  cited  Author:  **  To  exprefsPhyfical Truths 
"  poetkally,  we  muft  not  fay,  Salt  preferves  dead  Bodies, 
"  or  Flies  fill  them  with  Maggots ;  but  that  Achilles^  fear- 
ing  the  hot  Seafon  might  taint  the  Carcafe  of  his  Friend, 
gets  his  Mother  Thetis,  Goddefs  of  the  Sea,  which  is  Salt, 
10  perfume  it  with  Ambrofia* 

Soft 


Poems  on  fever al  Occaftom.  235 
Soft  downy  Slumber  all  the  God's  o'erfpread. 
And  ^^x'^  Supreme  reclin'd,  unfleeping  on  his  Bed. 

XXXII. 

At  length  the  SafFron-vefted  Morning  fhin'd. 

To  Gods  and  Men  difFufmg  orient  Light ; 
Saturnian  ^ove  weigh'd  in  his  prudent  Mind 

The  various  Fortunes  of  the  future  Fight : 
Events  important !  from  his  awful  Throne,  315 

His  Purpofe  wife,  the  Thund'rer  thus  reveaPd : 
Fly,  Hermes^  heavenly  Herald,  Maia's  Son, 

And  parti-colour'd  /r/V,  airy-heePd  ; 

Th'  immortal  Race  to  Council  bid  repair, 

Summon'd  from  Heav'n  and  Hell,  and  Earth,  and  Sea, 

[and  Air, 

XXXIII. 

The  Subject  Gods  came  at  the  Royal  Call, 
All  that  Ambrofia  eat,  and  Ne£lar  quafPd  ; 

Stern  Murd'rer  MarSy  that  fhakes  the  guarded  Wall, 
Diana  fair  rejoicing  in  her  Shaft, 

Earth-fhaking  Neptune  ftrong  by  Seas  obey'd, 
Far-fliooting  Phishus  golden-hair'd  unfhorn, 

jr.  310.  And  j[o've']  It  would  be  a  Search  worthy  of  feme 
learned  Critick,  to  find  why  Jupiter  went  to  Bed,  when 
he  knew  he  fhould;  not  fleep. 

321.  The  SuljeB  Gods']  Poets,  divided  the  Divine  At- 
tributes as  it  were  into  fo  many  Pdlfons,  becaufe  the  Infir- 
mity of  a  human  Mind  cannot  fuffidently  conceive,  and  ex- 
plain fo  much  Power  and  Adionpn  a  Simplicity  fo  great 
and  indivifible  as  that  of  God :  And  perhaps  they  were 
jealous  of  the  Advantages  they  reaped  from  fuch  excellent 
and  refined  Learning,  and  which  they  thought  the  vulgar 
Part  of  Mankind  was  not  worthy  of :  Boju. 

Pallas 
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Pallas  ethereal  Spinfter,  blue-ey*d  Maid, 

And  Venus  laughter-loving.  Ocean-born, 
Vulcan y  fire-ruling  Pow'r  in  Lemnos  own'd, 
Emprefs  of  Heav'n  white-arm'd^  great  Juno  golden- 

[thron'd, 

XXXIV, 

There  too  the  Goddefies  of  Founts  and  Trees, 

And  yellow  Ceres  crown'd  with  Corn  was  feen. 
The  Nereids  all,  Spawn  of  the  fruitful  Seas, 

And  beauteous  Thetis^  Silver-footed  Queen, 
Fair-haired  Latona^  and  Alcides  ftrong,  335 

Hehe  whofe  Bloom  celeftial  never  fades, 
Bacchus^  the  twice-born  Viftor  ever  young, 

Inexorable  Pluto^  King  of  Shades, 
Sad  Proferpine  his  Melancholy  Love, 
And  all  the  bafe-born  Seed  of  Cloud -compelling  Jove. 

^.331.  There  tod]  f.  333.  the  Nereids]  Neptune  and  the 
reft  of  the  watry  Deities  are  prefent  at  the  Council  of  the 
Gods;  becaufe  the  Waters  fupply  the  Air  with  Vapours, 
and  by  that  means  pafs  into  the  ^ther.  See  Eujlathius  on 
the  Subjed,  who  will  alfo  give  you  the  Reafons  of  moft  of 
the  Epithets  here  apply'dto  the  Gods. 

338.  Fluto^]  He  was  not  introduc'd  into  Homer  s  Af- 
fembly ;  but  as  that  feems  a  Ilardftiip  upon  one  who  is 
honoured  with  the  Title  of  Jupiter^  as  well  as  his  elder 
Brother,  he  is  here  admitted  into  the  Council. 

f,  340.  J77d  all  the  hafe-horn]  Homer  always  exprefles  a 
great  Kindnefs  for  Baftards,  of  which  we  need  defire  no 
Uronger  Proof  than  his  filling  Heaven  with  them :  On  the 
other  fide  he  makes  Marriage  and  Difcord  infeparable,  and 
yupiterzxid  Juno  are  for  ever  fcolding.  Here  not  the  Moral 
but  the  Allegory  is  to  be  obferved* 
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XXXV. 

Above  the  cold  Olympus^  fnowy  Height, 

And  leafy  Ida's  ever-verdant  Hill, 
Was  built  th'  Imperial  Palace,  ftarry  bright, 

Whofe  vaulty  Dome  the  Gods  aflembled  fill : 
The  Seats  of  Heaven,  at  Jove's  commanding  Nod, 

MarfhallM  themfelves,  miraculous  to  view  ! 
Each  goldenThrone  wrought  by  the  Blackfmith  God, 

Spontaneous  took  its  Rank  in  Order  due; 
And  Silver  Trevets  for  the  meaner  Throng, 
Inftindl  with  fubtle  Life,  felf-moving  leap'd  along, 
XXXVI. 

Ye  Powers  immortal,  Male  and  Female,  hear. 

The  Royal  Father  faid,  and  thither  bend 
Your  fharpen'd  Sight,  where  yonder  Arms  appear. 

Say  whether  Nation  fhall  the  Gods  befriend  : 
Speak  you  that  purpofe  as  Auxiliars  bold,  355 

For  Frogs  and  Mice  to  leave  the  ethereal  Coafts, 
Array'd  and  ardent  for  the  Fight  behold 

The  great,  the  warlike,  the  heroick  Hofts  ; 

So  rang'd  the  Cloud-begotten  Centaurs  flood. 

So  frown'd  on  Phelgra's  Plain,  the  Giant  Earth-born 

Brood. 

XXXVII. 

And  Thou,  dear  Daughter  of  my  lab'ring  Brain, 
Athenian  Pallas^  wilt  thou  reft  fecure, 

345.  The  Seats]  Vulcan's  Workmanfhip  being  animat- 
ed, does  not  deviate  at  all  from  Probability ;  becaufe  a  God 
can  do  more  difficult  Things  than  thefe,  and  all  Matter 
will  obey  him.  Befides  Arifiotk  affures  us,  the  Wonderful 
is  the  diftinguifliing  Charafter  of  Epick,  and  proceeds  there- 
in even  to  the  Unreafonable :  a  Remark  as  juft  and  well- 
grounded  as  any  in  his  whole  Art  of  Poetry. 

And 
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And  view  the  direful  Shock,  the  Wounds  and  Pain, 

Which  mortal  Frogs  from  mortal  Mice  endure  ? 
Or  elfe  to  pious  Mice  afford  thine  Aid,  265 

Who  conftant  as  thine  annual  Feaft  return, 
Have  due  attendance  at  thy  Temple  paid. 

Where,  whilft  the  confecrated  Viilim  burns. 
With  myftick  Dance,  in  Honour  of  the  Day, 
Circling  thine  Altar's  Verge,  religioufly  they  play  ? 
XXXVIII. 

With  anfw'ring  Words  the  Blue-ey'd  Maid  replies : 

To  tread  mine  awful  Courts  the  Mice  prefume ; 
To  (hare,  unhid,  my  feftal  Sacrifice, 

Allur'd  with  grateful  Scent  of  holy  Fume  ; 
And  oft  from  facred  Lamps  the  needful  Oil  375 

The  facrilegious  Ravagcrs  purloin. 
And  nibbling  oft  my  flow'ry  Garlands  fpoil ; 

Nor  fears  the  puny  Race  my  PowV  Divine,  [dread. 
Nor  Helm,  nor  Goat-fkin  Shield,  nor  Lance  they 
But  ev'n  with  Ordure  vile  prophane  my  Statue's  Head. 

XXXIX. 

Tho'  Wifdom's  Pow'r  could  flight  Difgrace  alone. 
With  Lofs  embitter'd,  'tis  feverer  far; 

My  Veil  which  flam'd  with  Gold,  with  Purple  flione, 
With  impious  Gnawings  barb'roufly  they  mar. 

}^.  369.  With  myftick  Dance,"]  The  reputable  Dancing 
among  the  Antients  was  faid  by  feme  to  be  invented  by 
Miner'va. 

;^.  371.  Blue-efd]  The  Greek  might  be  tranflated  OW- 
eyd\  but  that  would  not  be  fo  agreeable  to  the  modern 
fjothick  Tafte,  as  it  was  to  the  antient  Simplicity. 
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Griev'd  for  the  Work  Divine,  fo  rudely  tore  385 

I  courted  venal  Damfels  by  Reward, 
The  num'rous  Breaches  inftant  to  reftore. 

The  num'rous  Breaches  artful  they  repairM, 
And  now  with  Clamours  loud  demand  their  Hire^ 
Nor  find  I  Gold  to  pay,  juft  Reafon  for  mine  Ire, 
XL. 

Nor  yet  can  Frogs  amphibious  Succour  claim, 

Unwife,  impertinent,  loquacious  Kind ! 
When  parch'd  with  Thirft  from  Battle  erft  I  came. 

To  drink  the  Brook  my  Lips  I  low  inclined  ; 
Untimely  paddling  in  the  Bev'rage  clear,  395 

With  gritty  Mud  theyftain'd  the  promised  Draught, 
Nor  lefs  their  grating  Voice  difturb'd  mine  Ear, 

When  fpent  with  length  of  Toil  for  Reft  I  fought; 
They  chas'd  fweet  Slumbers  from  my  weary  Sight, 
And  harfhlycroaking loud, prolonged  the  tediousNight. 
XLL 

Mean  time,  like  Pains  my  throbbing  Temples  wound. 

As  Jove  fuftain'd  from  Me  his  Daughter  born. 
Mother  and  Sire  in  one;  nor  Reft  I  found, 

'Till  crowing  Cocks  procIaimM  the  welcome  Morn. 
For  neither  Army  let  Immortals  fight,  405 

Or  needlefs  tempt  the  Dangers  of  the  Day ; 
Since  Scenes  of  Death  our  heav'nly  Minds  delight, 

ReclinM  fecurely  we  at  diftance  ftay. 

f.  y:^\.Uoryet  can\  Obferve  the  Chara6ler  of  Prudence, 
who  acquits  neither  Side,  and  refufes  to  engage  on  either 
with  any  Difad vantage  to  herfelf. 

if,\0'j.  Since  Scenes']  The  Harmony  of  Things  fprings 
from  Difcord  ;  wherefore  Jupiter  was  diverted  at  the  Dif- 
agreement  of  the  Gods  themfelves :  So  other  Immortals  may 
be  fuppofed  pleafed  with  the  Battle  of  Frogs  and  Mice. 
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I  ftay,  defert  that  pleafe  their  bleft  Abode, 
To  meet  fuch  Foes  in  Arms  is  Daring  for  a  God ! 

XLII. 

She  ended  Speech,  and  all  the  lift'ning  Crowd 

In  hollow  Whifpers  murmur'd  an  Affent; 
Whom  Jove  addreffing  ftern  in  Threatnings  loud. 

Shook  with  a  Nod  the  brazen  Firmament ; 
Whatever  rafh  God  attempts  DilTention  now,  415 

And  dares  with  Me  their  Sovereign  to  contend. 
Let  Styx  infernal  bind  the  folemn  Vow, 

Him  headlong  o'er  Heaven's  Battlements  Til  fend ; 
Ev'n  Juno\  felf  fhall  from  her  Throne  be  driv'n. 
Sifter  and  Wife  of  Jove^  Great  Sultanefs  of  Heay'n. 

XLIIT. 

Tho'  more  than  Goddefs  lov'd  or  Woman  flic. 
Than  Ceres  beauteous  Queen,  with  golden  Hair, 

Than  Bacchus^  Parent,  Theban  Se?nele^ 
Than  Danae^  Acrifius^  Daughter  fair, 

410.  Daring  for  a  Go^]  This  is  to  be  underftood  al- 
legorically.  The  honeft  old  Archbifhop  of  Thejfalonica  in- 
genuoufly  acquaints  us  in  his  Comment  upon  the  firft  Iliad, 
that  Allegory  was  invented  in  order  to  folve  the  Abfurdi- 
ties  which  would  otherwife  appear  in  the  antient  Writers. 
And  I  muftonce  for  all  inform  my  Reader,  if  he  finds  any 
PafTage  he  cannot  well  account  for,  he  muft  take  it  for 
granted,  There  is  an  Allegory  in  it. 

42 1 .  l^ho  more  than]  Jonje  in  the  Iliad  makes  his  Speech 
to  Jmio,  a  Man's  Love  to  the  Sex  in  general,  may  be  no 
511  Recommendation  to  a  particular  Woman,  even  to  a  vir- 
tuous Matron  ;  tho'  I  fancy  it  could  never  make  him  more 
in  favour  with  his  own  Wife,  whatever  Influence  it  might 
have  on  the  Wife  of  another,  unlefs  Nature  was  a  very 
different  Thing  in  Homer  %  time  from  what  it  is  in  our  de- 
generate Age. 
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Of  whom  great  Perfeus  fprung;  tho'  favoured  more 
Than  thofe  whofe  double  Births  increased  my  Line  ; 
She  that,  of  Phcenix'  Blood  defcended,  bore 

Minos  the  Juft,  and  Radamanth  divine : 
She  that,  on  Lands  and  Seas  long-wand'ring  feen. 
To  Heav'n  zPhoehus  gave,to Woods  a  HuntrefsQueen, 

XLIV. 

^uno^  more  dear  than  ever  Dame  was  dear. 

If  now  with  Mice  or  Frogs  ftie  dares  to  treat. 
Sore  will  I  fcourge,  fufpended  high  in  Air, 

And  rack'd  with  pond'rous  Anvils  at  her  Feet 
When  Hands  refiftlefs  on  my  Queen  I  lay,  435 

Inferior  Gods,  your  due  Submiflion  learn. 
Trembling  the  filent  Deities  obey. 

Strait  warlike  Trumpets  breathe  out  Courage  ftern, 

Hornets,  who  founding  bid  the  Battles  join. 

While  Jove  from  cloudlefs  Heav'n  high  thund'ring 

[gave  the  Sign. 

434.  ponderous  Jn^vi/s]  The  Phyfical  Meaning  feems 
very  apparent.  Juno  the  Air  has  two  Elements,  Earth  and 
Water,  at  her  Feet,  call'd  Anvils,  becaufe  in  them  only  Arti, 
are  exercifed.  The  Moral  intimates,  thxat  good  Hoi^fev/ive* 
fiiould  ftay  at  home  :  —  Dacier.  There  is  another  Moral 
equally  plain,overlooked  by  the  learned  French-woman ,  <vi$(^ 
That  Hufbands  upon  extraordinary  Occafions,  may  beilov* 
upon  their  Wives  corporal  Corre6lion.  If  the  Fair  Sex  now 
think  this  brutal,  'tis  merely  out  of  falfe  Delicacy. 

3^.439.  hornets']  Flies  might  have  done  well  enough  for 
Trumpeters.  Minerva  in  the  17^^  Iliad  iiifplres  Menelaiu 
with  the  Courage  of  a  Fly,  which  Coiiiparifon  has  nothing 
of  Meannefs  in  it ;  however  a  Hornet  is  more  heroical. 

L  xr.v: 
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XLV. 

The  Frog  Hypftboas  the  firft  advanced, 

His  Jav'lin  at  Leichenor  ftrong  to  throw; 
The  right- aim'd  Spear  his  Shield  and  Bofom  lancM, 

Through-piercM  he  fell  to  Earth ,  and  groveling  low^ 
Soil'd  in  the  Duft  his  Hairs.  Peleion  brave  445- 

By  Moufe  Troglodytes  the  next  v/as  ftruck. 
Nor  Cabbage  Target  could  the  Hero  fave, 

FixM  in  his  Breaft  the  pointed  Weapon  fliook : 
Dark  Clouds  of  Death  his  fwimming  Eyes  o'erfpread. 
Forth  from  her  w^ounded  hold  his  Soul  in  Terror  fled, 
XLVI. 

jtrtophagus  at  Polyphonus  fent, 

Nor  mifs'd  the  Mark  defign'd,  a  mafly  Spear; 
The  brazen  Point  the  fev'nfold  Buckler  rent. 

And  paft  the  verdant  Beet,  nor  flaying  there, 
TransfixM  his  fwelling  Cheft.  It  chanc'd  a  Stone 

Lay  near  at  hand,  black,  rugged,  heavy,  great. 
This  by  Lymnocharis  w^ith  Fury  thrown, 

Cruft'd  fierce  Troglodytes  beneath  its  Weight. 
Pierc'd  by  Seutl^us^  Lance  in  fatal  Hour, 
Embafichytrus  vaft  fell  like  a  ruin'd  Tow'r.  460 

^.  441 .  Hypfihoasl  A  loud  Bawler. 

442.  Leichenor]  A  Name  from  Licking. 

f  445,  Peleion']  A  Name  of  the  fame  Signification  with 
Pelides ;  the  Son  of  Peleus,  i.  e.  Mud. 

;^.446.  Troglodytes]  One  who  runs  into  Holes. 

3^.  45 1 .  Artophagus  ]  One  who  feeds  on  Bread.  —  ibid. 
Polyphonus]  A  great  Babbler.  —  ;^-457-  Lymnocharis]  One 
who  loves  the  Lake.  —  f,  459.  SeutUus]  Called  from  the 
Beets.  —  f.  461 .  Ifenor]  One  equal  to  a  Man  5  for  a  Moufe 
may  as  eafily  be  fuppofed  equal  to  a  Man,  as  a  Man  equal 
Ho  a  God. 

XLVIL 
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XLVII. 

Nor  joy'd  Seutlceus  long,  Ifenor  griev'd 

Vow'd  to  revenge  Embaftchytrus  flain ; 
But  liafty  Wrath  his  erring  Hand  dcceivM, 

The  Spear  wide  fwerving  ftruck  the  diftant  Phin : 
He  fnatch'd  a  Land-mark  of  enormous  fize,  465 

The  Burthen  of  the  Field  wherein  it  lay ; 
For  twelve  the  talleft  ftrongeft  modern  Mice 

To  lift  or  roll  it  might  in  vain  affay  : 
As  from  an  Engine  (hot,  the  Mill-ftone  flics 
Full  on  Seutlcens^  Neck,  and  Darknefs  veils  his  Eyes, 
XLVIII. 

The  Warrior  Pternotroctes  levePd  right 

His  glitt'ring  Javelin  'gainft  Lhnniftus*  Head, 
Which  pierc'd  his  lifted  Shield  and  Helmet  bright^ 

And  inmoft  Brain  ;  the  Soii!  in  terror  fied. 
Cranihophagus^  with  {w^idtw  Fear  difraay'd,  475 

LeapM  the  fteep  Bank  to  gain  his  native  Lake  \ 
But  PteryiQtro5iei*  winged  Weapon  ftayM 

His  Flight,  deep  entering  his  inglorious  Back: 
Stretched  on  the  Brink  his  lifelefs  Corfe  remain'd, 
While  Rays  of  purple  Blood,  the  filver  W ater  ftain'd. 

ir,  467.  Tor  tivehe  the  tallefti  The  Opinion  of  a  Degene« 
racy  of  human  Size  and  Strength  in  the  Procefs  of  Ages, 
has  been  very  general.  Virgil  makes  a  farther  Allowance. 
In  this  Way  of  Thinking  it  will  appear  that  Frogs  and 
Mice  were  not  fuch  defpicable  Animals  heretofore  as  tliey 
are  at  prefent,  either  as  to  their  bodily  or  intelledual  Ac- 
complilhments. 

4.7 1 .  PternotroSies\  A  Bacon-eater.  —  f.^jz.  Limm/Ius-^ 
Called  from  the  Lake. — ir.  4.75.  Cramlcphagus ']  k  Cabbage 
eater.  —  ;^.48i.  Pternoglyphus]  A  Bacon- fcooper.  —  Ibid" 
Calaminthius^  From  the  Herb. 

L  2  XLIX. 
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XLIX. 

Pternoglyphus  by  Calaminthius  feen. 

His  Spear  advancing,  ftruck  the  Frog  with  Dread, 
Who  fliamelefs  caft  behind  his  Target  green. 

And  div'd  beneath  the  Waves  with  Coward  Speed. 
Not  fo  Hydrocharis^  who  wrathful  threw  485 

At  Prince  Pternopbagus  a  rugged  Stone; 
Right  at  the  deftin'd  Mark  the  Mill-ftone  flew  ; 

Pierc'd  to  the  Scull,  and  crack'd  the  folid  Bone, 
Nor  Nutfliell  Helm  avail'd  :  wide  was  the  Wound  ; 
Brains  thro'  the  Noftrils  flow'd,  and  Blood  diftain'd 

[the  Ground. 

L. 

Near  Hand,  to  cruel  Fate  alas  too  nigh ! 

A  liarnilefs  Frog  Borhorocates  ftood. 
Who  late  efcap'd  his  careful  Parent's  Eye^ 

New  from  his  Tadpole  State^  and  left  the  Flood 
For  Glory  :  faireft  of  the  Nation  deem'd,  495 

With  ev'ry  Gift  of  Cytherea  grac'd  : 
This  nought  the  ftern  Leichopinax  eftcemM ; 

Whofe  ftrongly-darted  Lance  his  Form  defacM, 
J3£ad,  through  the  Liver  ftruck,  he  tumbled  down, 

While  Streams  of  Crimfon  Red  new-dyM  his  Olive 

XBrown. 

LL 

Prajfophagus  dragg'd  with  unfeemly  Spite 
Cniffodioctes'  Carcafe  o'er  the  Field  y 

3^.485.  Hydrocharis]  who  loves  the  Water. 
486.  Fternophagus\  2l  Bacon -eater. 

Borhoroc<^tes\  who  lies  in  the  Mud. 
f,^o\.  Prafophagus']  an  Eater  of  Garlick. 
''i/  ^oz.C?iifodioSfes^QXiQ^  who  follows  theSteam  of  Kitchens. 

The 
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The  Moufe  Pftcharpax^  wrathful  at  the  Sight, 

To  fcreen  his  Friend,  oppos'd  his  ample  Shield. 
Prajfophagus  retiring,  vainly  thought  505 

To  fhun,  by  quick  Retreat^  his  fpeedy  Foe } 
Him  through  from  Side  to  Side  PJickarpa-x  fmote, 

With  utmoft  Fury  rifing  to  the  Blow: 
Prone  down  he  fell  ;  to  Pluto' %  nether  Skies, 
Where  Heroes  Shades  remain,  his  Soul  unwilling  flies* 
LIT. 

Pelohates  drew  by  the  Helmet's  Thong 

The  Warrior  Art 0 tragus  through  the  Duft, 
And  choak'd  amid  the  Waves :  nor  triumph'd  long  j 

For  ftrong  Pftcharpax  through  his  Liver  thrull 
His  Javelin's  deadly  Point.  Pelufms  view'd  515 

The  Wound  amaz'd,  but  gath'ring  Courage  new. 
Crafty  a  handful  large  of  oily  Mxid 

At  fierce  Pficharpax  Murrion  right  he  threw. 
Which  all  bemir'd  with  Slime  his  manly  Beard, 
Nighclos'd  his  open  Eyes,  and  ftifled  Nofe  befmear*d. 
LIU. 

The  half  blind  and  ftrangled,  mad  with  Shame, 

A  Stone  amidft  his  Foes  at  random  hurl'd, 
Which,  haply  had  he  feen  with  Skill  to  aim. 

Had  fent  fome  Warrior  Frog  to  Pluto^s  World  ; 
The  malTy  Stone  Pelufais'  Knee-pan  broke, 

Which  fail'd,  unable  to  fupport  its  Weight. 
Pelides  King  of  Frogs  2l  fecond  Stroke 

Forbad,  quick  to  prevent  his  Brother's  Fate, 

^S'.  5  r  1 .  Pelobatesl  who  walks  in  the  Dirt. 

5 1 2.  Artotrogusl  fee  Artophagus  and  Troxartes* 
J25.  Pelujiusi  from  Mud. 

^  3i  He 
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He  pierc'd  Pftcharpax*  Bowels,  entering  in 
Deep  far  behind  his  Back  the  pointed  Reed  was  feen; 
LIV. 

Forth  from  their  bleeding  Bed  his  Entrails  flow'd, 

And  fell  amid  the  Duft  around  his  Feet : 
With  Torture  leaning  on  his  Spear  he  flood, 

'Till  crowding  Friends  fecur'd  his  flow  Retreat. 
A  L^nce  at  loud-voic'd  Branchiazon  thrown,  535 

Transfix'd  his  Groin,  his  Thigh  the  Javelin's  Head 
Half-fever'd  from  his  Trunks  the  Hand  unknown. 

And  whofe  the  Glory  of  fo  brave  a  Deed. 
Hardly  he  iimp'd  from  Fight,  his  Nerves  disjoin'd. 
And  trai?d  a  wounded  Length  of  dangling  Leg  behind. 
LV. 

When  lo  !  divine  Troxartes  King  of  Mice 

Marches  with  fevenfold  Target  up  to  fight  ^ 
Inftant  the  King  of  Frogs  P elides  flies 

With  utmoft  Swiftnefs  from  his  injur'd  Sight, 
With  equal  Steps  the  Moufe  purfued  the  Chafe  : 

Swift  as  Latona's  Seed  their  Arrovv^s  flioot. 
Still  flood  the  wondVing  Hofls  to  view  tlie  Race; 

For  either  Chief  was  known  fo  light  of  Foot, 
The  Frog  was  oft  by  Waves  unyielding  borne. 
The  Moufe  by  flender  Ears  of  ripe  unbending  Corn. 

f  535.  Bra7ichia%on\  Croaking. 

5  43 .  P elides]  This  Name  alludes  not  only  to  Pelos  Mud, 
but  to  Achilles  alfo,  the  Son  of  Thetis,  fo  called.  It  is  no  Dif- 
grace  for  a  Hero  to  fly,  efpecially  having  Guilt  upon  hi» 

Spirits. 

549.  The  Frog  nfjas  oft]  The  Greek  Poet  illuftrates  the 
Swiftnefs  of  Ericthoniush  Mares,  by  defcribing  them  as  run- 
ning over  the  {landing  Corn  and  Surface  of  Waters,  with- 
out 
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LVI. 

Sitophagus  but  late  had  trembling  fled 

The  Frog^s  terrifick  Voice  and  mighty  Arm^ 
Cafting  his  Shield  behind,  his  daftard  Head 

Shrowding  in  Reeds ;  no  longer  fearing  Harm^ 
He  nov/  the  watry  Monarch  flying  found,  555 

And  ftruck  his  winged  Heel  with  fudden  Dart, 
But  good  Prajfaus  foon  revenged  the  Wound, 

Transfix'd  the  Moufe^  and  tore  his  hairy  Heart. 
P elides  fell ;  e'er  yet  the  fatal  Stroke 
Ihcens'd  Troxartes  ftruck,  the  bleeding  Hero  fpoke : 
LVII. 

O  King,  if  Gifts  may  move,  of  Jewels  rare 

My  Ranfom  take,  a  rich  and  precious  Hoard^ 
Which  dying  Peleus  gave  to  me  his  Heir  ^ 

Which  erft  my  great  Progenitors  had  ftor'd. 
Spoils  of  the  Waters  ;  Heaps  of  yellow  Ore  565 

My  willing  Subjects  for  their  Prince  fhall  give : 
Reject  not  then  with  Scorn  the  profer'd  Store ; 

Enchain  me,  let  me  ferve,  but  let  me  live  : 
Better  alive  fad  SlavVy  to  fuftain. 
Than  dead  o'er  all  the  Ghofts  of  Chiefs  and  Kings  to- 

[reign. 

out  making  any  Impreflion :  And  the  Latin  one  fays  the 
fame  of  Camilla ;  which  is  a  certain  Sign  of  Holers  Excel- 
lency. Now  a  Frog  is  as  likely  to  be  borne  upon  the  Waters, 
as  a  Heroine ;  and  a  Moufe  is  not  altogether  fo  heavy  as  a 
Mare.         5 1  •  Sitophagus^  an  Eater  of  Wheat. 

^  557-  Prajfa^us^  called  from  Garlick. 

5^.  569.  Better  ali^e}  It  is  no  wonder  the  Heroes  are  fo  ^ 
unwilling  to  die,  when  the  Poet  provides  no  better  Enter- 
tainment for  them  in  the  next  World,  than  the  worft  they 
could  meet  with  in  this. 

L4  LVIIL 
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By  Thee  Pftcharpax  fell,  the  Moufe  replyM ; 

If  Death  fo  terrible  appear,  die  Thou. 
With  cruel  Spear  he  lanc'd  his  naked  Side, 

Warm  Streams  of  vital  Blood  his  Arms  overflow : 
His  panting  Bofom  heaves  v^ith  dying  Sighs,    57  5 

Hard  laboring  to  retain  departing  Breath : 
At  length  he  yields ;  black  Darknefs  veils  his  Eyes, 

SeaPd  in  eternal  Sleep  of  Iron  Death. 
Nor  ftrive  the  Frogs  to  fereen  their  Leader  flain. 
From  greedy  Vigor's  Spoil,  or  Fun'ral  Rites  to  gain, 
LIX. 

Amidfl:  the  Prefs,  young  Meridarpax  fought, 

jlrteptbulus^  Son^  a  Moufe  divine  !  [fought 
Who,  breathing  Wrath  and  righteous  Vengeance, 

T*  extirpate  quite  the  Frogs  perfidious  Line : 
On  v^hom  the  Gods  their  various  Gifts  beftow'd ; 

Warlike  as  Mars  v^ho  (hakes  the  guarded  Wall, 
As  Neptune's  wide  his  Cheft  and  Shoulders  broad^ 

As  Jove  majeftick,  as  Akldcs  tall. 

581 .  Merldarpaxl  one  Vv^ho  plunders  his  Share. 

582.  Artepihulus\  one  who  has  Defigns  upon  Bread. 
^^.586.  Warlike  as  Mars]  When  Plutarch  blam'd  the 

comparing  one;  Man  to  feveral  Deities,  that  Cenfure  was  not 
palled  upon  Homer  as  a  Poet,  but  by  Plutarch  as  a  Prieft  : 
And  no  modern  fine  Gentleman  fure  can  think  the  worfe  of 
any  thing  for  its  being  difipproved  by  a  Priefl  in  his  Sacerdotal 
Capacity.  Should  it  be  laid  in  iiis  Defence,  that  he  was  ^ 
Heathen,  Mr  Dryden  cuts  off  that  Plea,  —  Priejls  of  all  Re- 
ilgio77s  are  the  fame —  It  mult  be  owned  they  are  corrupted 
to  the  uimoft,  if  they  be  fallen  in  their  Morals  to  fo  low  a 
Degree,  that  the  firlt  Stone  may  jullly  be  thrown  at  them 
by  Poetis. 

By 
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By  Troops  the  Warrior  Frogs  he  flew  with  eafe, 
Limnius^  Hydrocharisy  Peleus^  Craugafides.  590 

LX. 

Whnft  dealing  Death  thus  Meridarpax  fares^ 

A  fecret  Path  his  chofen  Squadrons  take. 
And  feize  the  numerous  Pafles  unawares 

Betwixt  the  croaking  Hoft  and  neighbour  Lake. 
NowSlaughter  reigns:  wholeShow'r^  of  Weapons  flow 

On  Meridarpax  Leathern  Shield  in  vain  ; 
The  Folds  repeLthe  Points..  And  furely  now 

His  Hand  impartial  had  the  Nation  flain, 
Had  not  high  Jove  beheld  the  Frogs  diftreft. 
And  thus  with  graciousLips his  OiFspringGods  addrefl : 

LXt 

Hear,  ev'ry  Pow-'r  of  Heaven,  Air,  Sea,  and  Hell; 

Hear,  ev'ry  God,  and  ev'ry  Goddcfs,  hear; 
How  fl:range  to  Sight !  how  wonderful  to  tell  ! 

What  Troops  have  fall'n  hy  Meridarpax'  Spear! 
What  Numbers  numberlefs  !  affli£ted  fore  ! 

Say  what  of  Arms  or  Counfel  you  prepare  ;' 
What  Force  can  vye  with  Meridarpax'  Pow'r  ? 

What  Slight  efFeftual  drive  him  from  the  War  ? 
If  not  from  Heav'n  the  Frogs  Affiftance  find. 
His  fierce  wide- wafting  Arm  v/ill  quite  d^fltoy  the 

[Kind. 

f.  590.  Limnluil  of  the  fame  Import  with  U?Tmifitis:^::^^(kA 
from  the  Lake. 

590.  CraHgafidei\  from  Croaking. 

I-  5  LXIL 
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LXII. 

Pondering  the  Deities  in  Silence  fat, 

Hard  was  the  Tafk  the  defp'rate  Field  to  win  ; 
Nor  Prophet  Phcehus  open'd  the  Debate, 

Nor  fage  Mi?jerva  ventur'd  to  begin. 
At  length  impatient  Mars  difclos'd  his  Mind,  615 

Spoiler  of  Cities,  ftain'd  with  human  Gore, 
Scarcely  fo  loud  three  thoufand  Warriors  join'd, 

Or  fliout  when  fighting,  or  when  wounded  roar: 
Thus  from  his  brazen  Cheft  the  Murd'rer  fpoke, 
Whilft  rattling  with  his  Voice  th'  extended  Welkin 

fhook  : 

LXiir. 

Beware,  for  Gods  by  mortal  Arms  may  fmart, 
And  Wounds,  and  Pain,  and  Shame,  have  oft  en- 

Juno  and  Pluto  felt  Jlc'tdes'  Dart,  [dur'd. 
Whom  Paoji's  healing  Medicines  hardly  cur*d. 

;^  61  2.  Hard  nvas  the  Tajk^  Neptune,  in  //.  13,  fuppofes 
the  Afliftance  of  Jupiter  himfelf  might  be  ufelefs  to  the 
Trojans',  and  no  wonder  therefore  it  might  be  ineffectual  to 
have  the  Succour  of  any  inferior  Divinities. 

;^.6i3.  Nor  Prophet  Ph^ius]  Apolh  being  nothing  but 
Deftiny,  oaght  not  to  fide  with  either  Part  before  Jupiter 
declares  himfelf. 

^.614.  Norf,  .:e  Mlnernjo]  It  is  agreeable  alfo  to  the  Cha- 
raiTter  of  Vv  ifdom  to  hear  others  fpcak  fidl. 

y  617  6'c^7;r^/^'/' This  Hyperbole,  ftrong  as  it  is,  yet 
is  not  extr  vagant :  The  Voice  is  not  Human,  but  that  of  a 
Deity ;  and  the  Comparifon  being  taken  from  an  Army, 
j-enders  it  more  natural  with  refpeft  to  the  God  of  War.  So 
Polyphemus^  a  mere  Mortal,  ihook  the  whole  Ifle  of  Sicilj 
wiih  his  Cries. 
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Otu$  and  Ephialtes  dar'd  confine,  625 

Ev'n  Me,  for  thirteen  Moons  in  Prifon  bound  ; 
^Till  Hermes  ftole  me  thence,  fly  Thief  divine. 

Nor  Jove  had  milder  Fate  from  Pallas  found. 
Had  not  a  Giant  timely  Succour  giv^n, 
By  Men  Mg^on  call'd,  but  Briareus  in  Heav'n.  630 

LXIV. 

What  fingle  God  can  ftand  th'  unequal  Shock  ? 

From  Dangers  paft.  Immortals,  learn  to  fear. 
Minerva^  felf  would  fink  beneath  the  Stroke, 

And  tinge  with  Ichor  Meridarpax^  Spear. 
Heav'n's  Magazines  muft  arm  us  for  the  Charge : 

All  Arms  are  needful  to  repel  the  Foe; 

f,6i^.  Nor  Jonjel  fhetis  brought  up  this  Succour  to  Jh^ 
fiter ;  that  is,  the  Watry  Element  taking  its  natural  Place, 
put  an  end  to  that  Combat  of  the  Elements,  which  is  fig- 
nified  by  the  Wars  of  the  Gods. 

63  2 .  From  Dangers]  Tully  and  Longinm  fay  Homer  makes 
,  Mortals  of  his  Gods,  not  of  the  inferior  ones  only.  Pythago- 
ras and  Plato  tax  him  with  Impiety  on  this  account,  in  whofe 
Times  the  Gods  were  reckon'd  altogether  as  corporeal 
as  in  our  Poet's  Age.  BoJJu  owns  the  learned  Men  of  An- 
tiquity, either  out  of  Pride,  Envy,  or  Error,  have  gone  up^ 
on  wrong  Grounds  in  a  Matter  of  the  higheil  Importance, 
and  deceiv'd  almoft  all  Mankind  with  deformed  and  dange- 
rous Figures,  inftead  of  neceiTary  and  folid  Truths. 

^.634.  Jnd  tinge  ^vith  Ichor"]  Corporeal  Deities  being  ' 
fubje6l  to  Pains,  is  not  inconfiitent  with  true  Theology ;  nay, 
Bojfu  affures  us,  even  the  Adultery  of  Mars  and  Venus  con- 
tains  a  very  moral  Leffon :  Tho'  how  to  reconcile  this  with 
what  I  have  juft  quoted  out  of  him,  I  cannot  comprehend^ 
without  the  Help  of  fome  new  Allegory. 
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Jlcides^  Club,  Minerva's  Lance  and  Targe^, 
My  Sword,  and  Phoebe's  and  Apollo's  Bow, 
Saturnian  Jove  muft  lead  us  to  the  Field, 
Arm'd  with  his  'vengeful  Bolt^  and  Titan-quelling 

[Shield. 

LXV. 

That  Goat-fkin  Shield  wherewith  of  old  he  fought, 

When  proud  Enceladus  his  Throne  affail'd  ; 
When  Giants  leagu'd  their  promised  Empire  fought. 

And  firil-born  Titans  had  almoft  prevailed: 
Such  Lightnings  keen,  as  erft  Typhosus  vaft  645 

Sorely  difmay'd,.  and  wounded  forc'd  retire. 
When  Flames  fo  thick  the  mighty  Thunderer  caft. 

That  fcarcely  from  the  Wreck  of  horrid  Fire 

Olympus  fummited  with  Snow  was  fav'd. 

Scarce  the  fuperior  Heav'n,  Abode  of  Gods,  brafs- 

[pav'd.. 

Him  Pallas  anfw'ring,  fpake  :  Let  all  remain 
Here  in  their  heav'nly  Seats  reclin'd  fecure ; 

Without  partaking,  view  the  Wounds  and  Pain 
Which  mox\i3\  Frogs  from  mortal  Mice  endure. 

But  if  cur  Sov'reign'^  all-commanding  Will  655 
Is  fix'd  to  fave  them  from  triumphant  Micc^ 

644.  Firji-born  Titans]  I£  Homer  held  Birth-right  to 
te  Divine,  'tis  plain  it  was  on  Farth  only.  The  Titans  were. 
Rebels  becaufe  they  were  conquered ;  but  had  they  gain- 
ed the  Vidlory,  they  would  have  at  leaft  as  much  Right  to-^ 
the  Sovereignty  of  Heaven  as  ever  Jupiter  was  poflefled  of. 
The  Poet  was  no  Friend  to  Paffive- Obedience ;  and  the  Pa- 
Irons  of  Refinance  may  prove  their  Point  moft  irrefragably 
«ut  of  his  Poem» 

Launch. 
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Launch  he  his  Thunder  from  yon  neighbour  Hill, 

Or  call  to  dreadful  Fight  fome  High  Allies, 
Whofe  Strength  may  turn  the  Fortune  of  the  Day^ 
If  Jove's  high- thundering  Arm  fliould  fail  to  part  the 

[Fray. 

LXVIL 

She  ended  Speech,  and  cloud-compelling  Jove 

His  three- fork'd  Thunder  takes  to  part  the  Fight^ 
With  Goat-fkin  Shield  defcending  from  above. 

Swift,  filent,  black,,  and  terrible  as  Night. 
In  fudden  D'arknefs  either  Hoft  he  fhrouds,  665 

HarftiThund  ers  rowl,  and  blueifliLightnings  blazc^ 
Yet  not  for  loudeft  Peals  or  thickefl:  Clouds 

His  Courfe  impetuous  Meridarpax  ftays: 
Nor  ceas'd  the  Din  of  War,  tho'  all  around 
Heav'n  trembled  from  above,  groan'd  underneath  the 

[Ground*^ 
LXVIIL  ^ 
As  from  a  Viftim  Bull  the  fever'd.  Meat 

To  broil  by  Waiters  on  the  Coals  is  lain. 
Their  Eyes  devour  the  Food  :  They  fafting  yet 

Impatient,  turn  the  Steak,  and  turn,  again  : 

^.665.  In  fudden  Darknefs^  When  the  Author  has  a: 
mind  to  fave  any  Hero  in  Dillrefs,  he  brings  in  fome  God 
to  fteal  him  away  in  a  Cloud  :  A  Condud  imitated  by  al- 
moft  all  his  Commentators ;  who,  when  their  fa vouriteWri- 
ter  is  in  any  Danger,  conftantly  raife  a  Duft,  that  the  Poet 
may  efcape  in  the  Obfcurity. 

f.6ji.  As  from  a  Fiiiim']  To  judge  rightly  of  com  pari- 
fons,  we  are  not  to  examine  if  the  Subjeds  from  whenca 
they  are  derived,  be  great  or  little,  noble  or  familiar,  but 
if  the  Image  produced  be  clear  and  lively. 
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So  now  with  difappointed  Jove  it  far'd,  675 

From  Thought  to  Thought,  from  Place  to  Place  he 
His  Bolt  he  trufts  not,  nor  ^Ethereal  Guard,  [Ai^* 

For  Barrier  to  the  Frogs^  his  high  Allies 
He  calls :  Sight  more  prodigious  ne'er  was  fhown 
On  Earth,  that  bears  all  Fruits,  or  Sea  producing  none. 

'  LXIX. 

Dreadful  Allies  !  What  once  their  Gripe  pofleft. 

So  faft  they  grafpM  with  cruel-rending  Claws, 
It  eafier  feem'd  a  Bone  by  Force  to  wreft 

From  Hell-born  Cerberus^  devouring  Jaws, 
Each  Champion's  Mouth,  or  what  for  Mouth  appears. 

Yawns  difmal,  difcontinuous,  darkfome,  wide, 
Wond'roufly  fenc'd  with  fharply-grinding  Sheers, 

Whofe  Edges  meeting  tempered  Mail  divide, 
With  feeming  double  Heads  the  Monfters  threat. 
Like  Amphijbcena's  dire  in  Jfrick's  Noon- day  Heat. 

677.  His  Bolf]  Homer  s  Allegory  is  not  to  be  account- 
ed for  without  a  deep  Iniight  into  the  Egyptian  and  Hiero- 
glyphical  Learning  :  Tho'  his  beft  Tranflator  affirms  he 
probably  ufed  old  Traditions  as  Embellifhments  of  Poetry 
only,  neither  taking  care  to  explain  them  to  the  Reader, 
nor  perhaps  diving  into  their  myilick  Meanings  himfelf. 
Yet  the  belt  Critick  upon  him  fays,  thefe  Tales,  unlefs 
taken  allegorically,  are  entirely  Atheiflical,  and  contrary 
to  Decency.  A  celebrated  Author  blames  Spencer  for  mak- 
ing his  Moral  too  obviour,,  a  Fault  which  the  moft  malig- 
nant Carper  can  never  charge  Homer  with :  a  far  greater 
Genius  is  requifite  to  uncieiftand  his  Fables,  than  open 
Morality  has  need  of  It  requires  much  ftronger  Teeth  to 
crack  the  Shell,  than  to  eat  the  Kernel. 


Hanxis 
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LXX. 

Hands  had  they  none,  yet  what  fupplied  the  Place, 
Unnumber'd  Arms ;  fcarce  Briareus  had  more : 

Which  Mother  Nature  clad  in  jetty  Cafe, 
For  tender  Skin  with  Armour  plated  o'er. 

Fix t  in  their  Breafts  their  round  black  Eye-balls  flood, 

Thei  r  Cheft  with  Rows  of  Bone  were  ftrongly  barr'd; 

Their  Backs  like  malleable  Anvils  fliow'd. 
Extended  broad,  fmooth,  folid,  fhining,  hard; 

Sure-proof,  nor  firmer  Hardnefs  could  they  take, 
Tho'  nine  times  dip'd  in  Styx^  inviolable  Lake.  700 

LXXI. 

Fit  Inftruments  of  Jove's  avenging  Ire, 

Allies  for  Gods,  tho'  made  of  earthly  Mould, 
Not  triple-form'd  Chimara  half  fo  dire. 

Whom  brave  Bellerophon  fubdued  of  old. 
Oblique,  untoward,  aukward  did  they  crawl  705 

Infidious,  whither  tending,  hard  to  fay  : 
Numerous  their  Legs  and  Thighs,  diftorted  all. 

Their  Shells  well-jointed  to  their  Wills  gave  wayt 
Such  Hinges  fine  not  Vulcan's  felf  could  blame, 
l^^Y^Fulcan's  felf  from  thefe  his  Armour  learnt  to  framc„ 

f.^oi.  Allies]  At  leaft  as  capable  of  aflifting  him  againft 
the  Mice,  as  Briareus  to  prote6l  him  againft  the  Gods. 

f,  703.  Triple  form  d\  Chimera  was  feigned  to  have  the 
Head  of  a  Lion,  the  Body  of  a  Go.it,  arid  the  Tail  of  a  Dra- 
gon, becaufe  a  Mountain  fo  called  had  Lions  at  the  top. 
Goats  in  the  middle,  and  Serpents  at  the  bottom.  1  ho' 
feme  of  the  Antients  thought  it  no  Fiftion. 
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LXXII. 

Forth  from  the  Wave5  their  horrid  March  they  take. 

By  Man  caird  Crabs :  o^erpower'd  the  Mice  are  kill'd, 
Who  guard  the  Pafles  ilTuing  from  the  Lake, 

And  Jove^s  Imperial  Purpofe  is  fulfilPd. 
Na  mortal  Strength  their  crufted  Limbs  could  harm^. 

Or  penetrate  Dame  Nature's  Panoply  ; 
The  Mice  in  vain  around  the  Monfters  fwarm. 

Sawn  clean  afunder  try  their  Sheers  they  die. 
Which  fnap'd  their  brittle  Spears,  and  crafh'd  their 

[Mails, 

And  cropM  their  forward  Heads,  andlop'd  their  drag- 

[ging  Tails... 

Lxxiir.^ 

Not  monffrous  Foes,  the  King  o(  Mice  exclaim'd^ 

But  Gods  averfe  I  fear,,  and  hoftile  jfcve  ; 
Tho'  Gods  immortal  might  retire  unblam'd. 

Should  Foes  like  thefe  their  heavenly  Valour  prove* 
To  whom  with  winged  Anfwer  foon  rejoin'd  725 

Young  Meridarpax,  Gods  fubmit  to  Fate  s 
Aright,  O  King,  according  to  my  Mind 

Advis'd,  retreat  W e.  Thefe  retiring,  ftraight 
Their  trembling  Hoft  fled  headlong  v/ing'd  with  Fear, 
ILsiit  Meridarpax  iiixlk'^y  and  fullen  clos'd  the  Rear.. 

y^.  Not  nionfiroiis']  Jt  becomes  not  a  Hero  to  fearr 
any  tning  but  the  Gods;  the  old  Moufe  frft  advifes  a  Re-r 
tpeat,  and  then  the  young  one  complies,  as  Diomede  did^ 
with  th«  CounfeLof  Nejlcr... 


LXXIV. 
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LXXIV. 

As  when  a  fluggifh  Afs  in  Corn  is  found, 

Whofe  Back  has  num'roiis  Staves  already  broke. 
He  now  with  Troops  of  Boys  encompafs'd  round,. 

Impenetrably  dull  receives  the  Stroke : 
Teaz'd,  but  not  hurt,  heftands  their  utmoftSpIte^ 

Nor  Blows  nor  Shouts  can  urge  him  to  return; 
Weak  are  their  Cries,  and  childifli  is  their  Might, 

Serene  he  paftores  on  the  bladed  Corn  : 
At  length,  and  fcarce  at  length,  he  deigns  to  yield. 
Driven  fated  with  Repaft  flow  footing. from  the  Fieldi^ 

LXXV. 

The  Mufes  knowing  all  Things,  lift  not  fliow 

The  Wailings  for  the  Dead  and  Funeral  Rites 
To  blamelefs  Mthicpians  muft  they  go. 

To  feaft  with  Jove  for  twelve  fucceeding  Nights,  ^ 
Therefore  abrupt  thus  end  they — Let  fuffice  745. 

The  Gods  auguft  Affembly  to  relate, 
Heroick  Frogs  and  Demigods  of  Mice^ 

Troxartes*  Vengeance,  and  P elides'*  Fate. 

A  Jluggifl?  Afs\:  An  Afs  was  not  always  fuch  a 
Fool  of  a  Beaft  as  he  is  now ;  for  other  Animals  as  well  as 
Men  degenerate  :  However,  if  it  might  be  thought  too  low 
a  Comparifon  for  a  Man,  it  is  not  for  a  Mcufe. 

jr.  743.  To  hlarnelefs  ^Ethiopians'  The  Gods  are  repre- 
fented  as  Feahing  in  ^'Ethiopia  before  the  Scenes  of  War 
are  open'd  in  the  Iliad,  and  return  thither  at  the  Clofe. 
The  Mtkiopians  are  laid  to  be  Inventors  of  Pomps,  Sacri- 
i  tees,  and  other  Honours  paid  to  the  Gods.  Macrohius  tells 
'  us,  Jupiter  means  the  Sun,  and  the  Number  Twelve  de- 
notes the  Twelve  Signs, 

Hofts 
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Hofts  routed.  Lakes  of  Gore,  and  Hills  of  Slain, 
An  Iliad^  W orkDivine  \  rah' dfroma  Day^ sCampaign. 

f,  750.  An  Iliad.']  Homer  ^  Iliad  does  not  take  up  fifty- 
Days  ;  fo  that  it  was  but  a  ftrange  Compliment  to  a  gre^^t 
General,  to  fay  lie  h?d  furnifhed  Matter  for  an  Iliad  In  one 
Campaign  or  half  Year. 

Ibid.  Work  Di'virie!]  Madam  Darter  feems  to  have  al- 
moft  as  much  Regard  for  Homer  as  the  Bible,  as  tho'  Ihe 
were  willing  they  fhoald  ftand  or  fall  together;  and  y/ith 
Wit  equal  to  her  Piety,  fte  proves  the  Poet  blamelefs  by 
Texts  of  Scripture.  Nothing  could  go  beyond  this,  except 
the  Fancy  of  our  Countryman,  who  Homer  and  Solomm 
to  be  the  fame  Perfon. 

I  think  it  proper  at  my  taking  leave  of  my  Reader,  to  ac- 
quaint him,  there  is  a  general  Moral  runs  through  this  whole 
Work ;  which  I  will  not  fuppofe  him  fo  ignorant  as  not  to 
difcern.  'Tis  of  a  quite  different  Nature  from  the  above- 
mentioned  Allegories ;  to  which  fort  of  Beauties  may  be  ap- 
pli^  with  the  Alteration  of  ne^  into  eld^  that  celebrated 
Couplet. 

■This  neuj  Way  of  Wit  does  fo  furprixe^ 

Men  kfe  their  Wits  in  ^ond ring  njjhsre  it  lies. 


NECK 
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'neck  or  NOTHING: 

A 

Confolatory  Letter  from  Mr.  Dunton  to  Mr,  C--/4 
on  his  being  tofs*d  in  a  Blanket,  iSc 

In  the  Year  17 16. 

Id  cogito  quod  res  ejij  quando  eum  qutsjlum  occepertSy 
Accipiunda  et  mujfitanda  iJtjuria  adolefcentium  eJlJTttt 
Truth  is  trueft  Poefy.  Cowley. 

LO  !  I,  that  erft  the  Glory  fpread 
Of  Worthies,  who  for  Monmouth  bled. 
In  Letters  black,  and  Letters  red  y 
To  Thee,  dear  Aiun^  condolance  write, 
A  SufF'rer  from  the  Jacobite  : 
For  juft  as  they  were  Martyrs,  fo 
A  Glorious  Confefibr  art  Thou  : 
Elfe  fhould  this  matchlefs  Pen  of  mine 
Vouchfafe  Thee  not  a  fingle  Line ; 
Nor  wave  its  Politicks  for  this. 
Its  dark  and  deep  Difcoveries ; 
Nor  for  a  Moment  fhould  forbear 
To  charge  the  Faftion  in  the  Rear. 

Could  none  of  thy  Poetick  Band 
Of  Mercenary  Wits  at  Hand 
Foretell,  or  ward  the  coming  Blow, 
From  Garret  high,  or  Cellar  low  ? 
Or  elfe  at  leaft  in  Verfe  bemoan 
Their  Lord,  in  double  Senfe  caft  down  ? 

Or 
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Or  waft  Thou  warnM,  and  could'ft  believe 
That  Habit  fitted  to  deceive. 
That  corner'd  Cap,  and  hanging  Sleeve  ? 
What  Proteftant  of  fober  Wits 
Would  truft  Folks  dreft  like  Jefuits? 
And  couWft  Thou,  Mun^  be  fuch  a  Sot 
As  not  to  fmell  a  Powder- Plot  ? 
And  looking  nine  Ways  could'ft  not  fpy 
What  might  be  feen  with  half  an  Eye  ? 

What  Planet  rul'd  that  lucklefs  Day, 
When  Thou,  by  Traitors  calPd  away. 
Thy  hafty  haplefs  Courfe  did'ft  fteer 
To  fatal  Flogging  Wejlminjier  ? 
For  Hat  and  Gloves  You  calPd  in  haftcy 
And  down  to  Execution  paft. 
Small  need  of  Hat  and  Gloves,  I  trow ; 
Thou  might'ft  have  left  thy  Breeches  too  \ 
Perhaps  thy  Soul,  to  Gain  inclined. 
Did  gratis  Copies  think  to  find ; 
Or  elfe,  miftaken  Hopes  !  expefted 
To  have  at  leaft  the  Prefs  correfted^ 
Correftion  They  defigning  were 
More  difficult,  but  better  far  ; 
Tho'  whatfoe*er  the  Knaves  intended;^ 
Thou'rt  but  corrected,  not  amended.. 
No!  let  it  ne'er  by  Man  be  feid. 
The  Pirate's  frighted  from^  his  Trade  : 
Tho'  vengeful  Birch  fhould  flea  his  Thighs, 
Tho'  tofs'd  from  Blankets  he  ftiould  rife^ 
Or  ftand  fait  nail'd  to  Pillories* 
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To  fee  thee  fmart  for  Copy-ftealing, 

My  Bowels  yearn  with  Fellow-feeling;. 

Have  I  alone  obligM  the  Prefs 

With  fifteen  hundred  Treatifes, 

Printers  and  Stationers  undone, 

A  Plagiary  in  ev'ry  one  ? 

Yet  always  luckily  have  fped, 

Nor  fuffer'd  in  my  Tail  or  Head. 

My  Shoulders  oft  have  ak'd,  'tis  true. 

Misfortune  frequent  with  us  Two  ! 

Law  claims  from  Thieves  and  Pamphleteers, 

Stripes  on  the  Back,  and  Pain  of  Ears  \ 

And  Cudgels  too  a  Pow'r  derive 

Around  our  Sides  Executive  : 

A  Pow'r  tho'  not  by  Statute  lent. 

Yet  juftify'd  by  Precedent. 

But  Law  or  Cuftom  does  not  give 

Such  Tyrannous  Prerogative, 

To  turn  thy  Brains,  and  then  extend 

Their  Fury  to  the  nether  End, 
Inhuman  Punifliment,  inflicted 

By  Stripling  Tories,  Rogues  addifted 

To  arbitrary  Conftitution  ; 

^Twas  Rome  !  'twas  downright  Perfecution  ! 

I  fweat  to  think  of  thy  Condition 

Before  that  barb'rous  Inquifition. 

Lo  !  wide-extended  by  the  Crowd, 

The  Blanket,  dreadful  as  a  Shroud, 

Yawns  terrible,  for  Thee,  poor  Mun^ 

To  ftretch,  but  not  to  fleep  upon. 

Glai 
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Glad  would'ft  Thou  give  thy  Copies  now^ 
And  all  thy  golden  Hopes  forego ; 
Some  Favour  from  their  Hands  to  win. 
And  Ycape  but  once  with  a  whole  Skin: 
Yet  vain,  alas !  is  thy  Repentance, 
For  Neck  or  Nothing  is  thy  Sentence. 
How  doft  Thou  leflen  to  the  Sight, 
With  more  than  a  Poetick  Flight  ? 
I  ken  Thee  dancing  high  in  Air, 
With  Limbs  alert,  and  quivering  there  : 
So,  whizz'd  from  Stick,  iVe  feen  to  rife 
A  Frog  fent  fprawling  to  the  Skies, 
By  naughty  Boys,  on  Sport  intent. 
Caught  ftraggling  from  its  Element, 
This  Scene  fome  Graver  (hall  invite. 
To  ftamp  thy  Form  in  Black  and  White ; 
Haply  in  future  Times  to  grace 
Some  ever- open  Frontifpiece ; 
With  mouldy  Veteran  Authors  ftale, 
Suftain'd  by  Packthread  and  a  Rail ; 
Where  Crouch^  fweet  Story-teller,  keeps. 
And  Bunyan^  happy  Dreamer,  fleeps ; 
Near  him  perchance  aerial  Thou, 
Aloft  flialt  thy  Proportion  ftiow ; 
For  ever  carvM  on  Wooden  Plate, 
Shalt  hang  i'  th'  Air  like  Mahomet. 
Whatever  thine  Effigy  might  do, 
Thy  Perfon  could  not  hover  fo, 
Happy  at  Wejlminjler  for  Thee, 
Could'ft  thou  have  hung  by  Geometry  : 
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But  ah  !  the  higher  Mortals  foar. 
So  Fate  ordains,  they  fall  the  lower  ; 
With  fwilter  Rapidnefs  down-hafting. 
For  nothing  violent  is  lafting. 
With  greater  Force  thy  Forehead  came. 
Than  Engine,  or  than  battering  Ram  3 
Nor  Blanket's  interpofing  Wool 
Could  fave  the  Pavement,  or  the  Scull. 

This  fure  might  feem  enough  for  once.  Oh 
This  tolling  up,  and  tumbling  down  fo  j 
And  well  thy  Stomach  might  incline 
To  fpue  without  Emetick  Wine  : 
Their  Rage  goes  farther,  and  applies 
More  fundamental  Injuries. 

Like  Truant,  doom'd  the  Lafti  to  feel, 
Thou'rt  dragg'd,  full  fore  againft  thy  Will, 
To  School  to  fufFer  more  and  worfe, 
No  wonder  if  you  hang  an  Arfe, 
As  thy  Pofteriors  could  forefee 
Their  near-approaching  Deftiny. 
The  School,  the  direful  Place  of  Fate, 
Opes  her  inhofpitable  Gate, 
Which  ne'er  had  yet  fuch  Rigour  feen. 
No !  not  from  Bufby^s  Difcipline. 
And  firft  of  all,  the  cruel  Rabble 
Condu6t  Thee  trembling  to  a  Table ; 
Thy  wriggling  Corps  acrofs  they  fpread. 
Two  guard  the  Heels,  and  two  the  Head  : 
The  reft  around,  a  threatning  Band, 
With  each  his  Fafces  in  his  Hand, 
Dreadful  as  Roman  LiSfors  ftand. 
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So  oft  a  four-legg'd  Cur  iVe  known, 
By  hind  Legs  and  by  fore  kept  down 
To  be  difle<3:ed,  while  Phyfician 
Stands  o'er  with  Weapon  of  Incifion. 
The  Scene  they  order  to  difclofe ; 

Strip,  pull  his  Breeches  o'er  his  Hofe  ; 

Nay,  farther,  make  the  Coaft  yet  clearer, 

Tho'  near  the  Shirt,  the  Skin  is  nearer. 
So  faid,  fo  done,  they  foon  uncafe 
Thy  only  penetrable  Face, 
The  Breech,  the  Seat  of  Bafhfulnefs  : 
As  hence  we  gather,  by  its  Caring 
So  very  rarely  for  appearing  ; 
Not  oft  its  pretty  felf  revealing. 
Devoid  of  Sight,  tho'  not  of  Feeling : 
And  now  upon  thy  Rump  they  fcore  thee, 
And  pink  thy  flefhy  Cufhions  for  thee. 

Come  hold  him  fair,  we'll  make  him  know 
What  'tis  to  deal  with  Scholars  —  Oh  ! 
Quoth  Edmund.  —  Now,  without  Difguife, 
Confefs,  quo'  they,  thy  Rogueries. 
What  makes  you  keep  in  Garret  high 
Poor  Bards  ty'd  up  to  Poetry  ?  — 
I'm  forc'd  to  load  them  with  a  Clog, 
To  make  them  ftudy.  —  Here's  a  Rogue 
AtFronts  the  School  ^  we'll  make  Thee  rue  it : 
—  Indeed  I  never  meant  to  do  it! 
No  ?  didft  Thou  not  th'  Oration  print 
Imperfect,  with  falfe  Latin  in't? 


Poems  on  je-ieral  Occcfio?:s.  265 
O  Pardon  f —  No,  Sir,  have  a  care, 
Falfe  Latin's  never  pardon'd  here  ! 
Indeed  I'll  ne'er  do  fo  again. 
Pray  handle  me  like  Gentlemen.— 
Yes,  that  we  will.  Sir,  never  fear  it. 
Your  Betters  have  been  forc'd  to  bear  it. 
Thus  {baking  the  Tyrannick  Rod, 
InfiJting  thy  Backfide  they  flood. 
And  with  a  Lalh,  as  is  their  Faftiion, 
Finifh'd  each  fmart  Expoftulation. 

Tho'  all  that  can  by  Man  be  faid. 
Can  ne'er  beit  Senfe  into  thy  Head, 
Yet  fure  this  Method  cannot  fail. 
Quick  to  convey  it  to  tliy  Tail: 
As  when  a  Purge,  that's  upwards  ta'en. 
Scours  not  the  itubborn  Bowels  clean. 
More  furely  operaring  Clylter, 
At  t'  other  End  they  adminifter. 

I  Wejhninjler  fo  much  fhoulJ  hatc^ 
Had  I  been  jerk'd  like  Thee  thereat, 
I'm  f>^re  I  fliould  not  care  at  aJl 
To  c  >me  lb  near  it  as  the  Hall. 
Haft  Thou  not  oft  enough  in  Court 
Appear'd,  and  often  fmarted  for't  ? 
And  deft  thou  not,  with  mmy  a  Brand, 
Recorded  for  a  Pirate  ffcind  ? 
Glad  that  a  Fine  could  pay  th'  Arrears, 
And  clear  the  M^^rtgage  of  Ay  Ears? 
Then  what  Relief  Joft  hope  to  draw. 
From  tiiat  which  fril!  condemns  Thee,  Law  r 

M  And 
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And  if  from  Law  no  Help  there  be, 
I'm  fure  there^s  none  from  Equity: 
Lay  Hand  on  Heart,  and  timely  think, 
The  more  Thou  ftir'ft,  the  more  Thou'lt  ftink: 
And  tho'  it  forely  gauls  Thee,  yet 
Well  as  Thou  can'ft,  fit  down  with  it: 
And  fince  to  rage  will  do  no  Good, 
Pull  in  thy  Horns,  and  kifs  the  Rod ; 
And  while  Thou  can'ft,  retreat,  for  Fear 
They  fall:  once  more  upon  thy  Rear, 
Tho'  'tis  vexatious,  Mun^  I  grant^ 
To  hear  the  pafEng  Truants  taunt. 
And  afk  Thee  at  thy  Shop  in  Jeer, 
Which  is  the  Way  to  Wejlminjier\ 
Oh !  how  th'  unlucky  Urchins  laugh'd. 
To  think  they'd  maul'd  Thee  fore  and  aft : 
^Tis  fuch  a  fenfible  Affront, 
Why  Pope  will  write  an  Epick  on't ! 
Bernard  will  chuckle  at  thy  Moan, 
And  all  the  Bookfellers  in  Town,  C 
From  Tonfon  down  to  Boddingion  :  J 
Fleet- Street  and  Temple- Bar  around. 
The  Strand  and  Holborn^  this  fhall  found  3 
For  ever  This  fhall  grate  thine  Ear, 
Which  is  the  Way  to  Wejlminjier? 
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A  PINDARICK  ODE, 

TO  THE 

Rtg^£  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Oxford. 

O  N 

The  Marriage  of  the  Lady  Margaret  Harley  with 
His  Grace  the  Duke  of  Portland. 

I. 

HYMNS,  Ye  Regents  of  the  Lyre, 
Pouring  plenteoufly  along. 
Nuptial  Friendfhip's  hallow'd  Fire 
Claims  the  Torrent  of  my  Song* 
Hither  wing  Ye  from  your  Sky 
Spotlefs  Faith  and  Piety. 

11. 

Say,  if  your  Heav'n  its  Morn  difplays 

Lefs  beauteous  here  below, 
Than  when  the  Sun  firft  fpread  its  Rays 

Five  Thoufand  Years  ago  ? 
Let  thofe  who  hate  the  cheerful  Light 

To  darkfome  Graves  defcend, 

I And  all  who  facred  Marriage  flight,  , 
And  lawlefs  Luft  defend, 
Inftant  from  Mankind  remove  ; 
None  ftiould  live  that  never  love. 
M  2  TIL 
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III. 

Pernicious  Fable  old 
Unfixes  Nature's  Bounds ; 
Love  reigns  the  fame  in  all  we're  told. 

If  Man  or  Beaft  it  wounds. 
The  Latin  Bard  adorns  the  Shame 
Of  mad  Pafiphae^  hateful  Name, 
And  gilds  what  he  fliould  hide  \ 
In  Fields  of  Sorrow  fets  to  view 
The  monftrous  Falfe,  and  faithful  True, 
And  ranges  Wives  that  Hufbands  flew 
With  Wives  who  for  them  dy'd. 

I. 

Truth  fuperior  drives  away 
Thinly  wove  Poetick  Lies  ; 

Bids  well-grounded  PafEon  ftay, 
Deathiefs  Conftancy  fupplics : 

Truth  makes  Wedlock  happy  prove. 

Truth  is  Duty  and  is  Love. 

II. 

When  Love  exerts  its  genuine  Pow'r, 

Deduc'd  from  Virtue's  Spring ; 
When  Parents  Bleffing,  richeft  Dow'r, 

Prevents  a  future  Sting  ; 
When  mutual  Truft  and  mutual  Vows 

Put  all  Referve  to  Flight, 
7>*c  Biifs  our  mortal  State  allows 

Attains  its  utmoft  Height : 
Blifs  the  Virtuous  and  the  Chafte 
Only  give  and  only  tafte. 
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III. 

When  Anna  gracM  the  Throne, 
To  Britain  juftly  dear. 
She  found  that  Nuptial  Love  alone 

Could  Toils  of  Greatnefs  cheer: 
A  faithful  Ccnfort's  friendly  Breaft 
Could  lull  Imperial  Cares  to  Reft, 
And  fpotlefs  Pleafure  yield : 
Pleafure  She  might  have  fought  in  vria 
From  Martial  Glories  of  her  Reign, 
From  Calpe  or  Ramillia^^  Plain, 
Or  Blenhemh  well-fought  Field. 
I. 

Chance,  the  Atheift  and  the  Fool 
Call  abfurdly  to  their  Aid  ; 

Wifdom  alw^ays  acts  by  Rule, 

Who  by  Chance  is  happy  made  ? 

Youth  and  Wifdom  join'd  prefage 

Love  triumphant  over  Age. 

II. 

Bleft  in  their  Love,  may  PortlancTs  Eyes 

Ne'er  weep  their  Offspring  gone  5 
Much  lefs  may  juft  and  bitter  Sighs 

Bewail  a  living  Son. 
No!  let  them  view  v/ith  dear  delight 
Their  Bloflbms  op'ning  Prime, 
Matur'd  to  Virtue's  perfect  Height 
By  Culture  and  by  Time ; 
Well  rewarded  for  their  Cares, 
Fully  anfwer'd  in  their  Pray'rs. 

M  3 
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III. 

Each  Virtue  of  their  Line 

Revived  again,  be  known ; 
Nor  let  th'  immortal  Luftre  fhine 

In  Memory  alone : 
Let  Heirs  from  their  difiinguifli'd  Blood 
Profp'rous  and  healthy,  wife  and  good. 

Through  ev'ry  Age  arife  ; 
'Till  Seafons  leave  the  circling  Y ears, 
'Till  HeavVi  difiblve  its  radiant  Spheres, 
'Till  Harley^^  Honour  difappears. 
And  Anna'^  Glory  dies. 


From  a  Hint  in  the  Minor  Poets, 
L 

NO  !  not  for  Thofe  of  Women  born^ 
Not  fo  unlike  the  Die  is  caft  5 
For,  after  ail  our  Vaunt  and  Scorn, 
How  very  fmall  the  Odds  at  laft ! 

IL 

Him,  raised  to  Fortune's  utmoft  Top, 
With  Him  beneath  her  Feet  compare  s 

And  One  has  nothing  more  to  hope. 
And  One  has  nothing  more  to  fear. 
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An  O  D  E  to 

James  O  g  l  e  t  h  o  r  p  Efq. 

Written  foon  after  tlic  Death  of 
^he  Lady  Oglethorpe,  his  Mother. 

\. 

NO!  notthrough  enviousTime's  continued  Couife 
Not  ev'ry  Age  degenerates  from  the  part  \ 
Whether  for  Toils  of  W ar  and  rugged  Force, 
Or  ArtSj  whofe  fair  Memorials  ever  laft. 

IL 

Tho'  twice  the  Strength  in  Dtomede  appear, 

That  Heroes  Nerves,when  Homer  liv'd,  could  fliow  5 

Tho*  Turnus  hurl'd  a  Rock,  half-dead  with  Fear, 
Which  Twelve  feledled  Romans  could  not  throw. 

IIT. 

Tho'  blind  Maonides  unmatched  difplavs 

His  Fire,  and  Pindar  fcarce  'till  Cowley  known  ; 

Tlio'  Antient  Pyramids  and  Temples  raife. 

And  Graecians  wake  to  Life  the  breathing  Stone. 

IV. 

When  wild  Octavlus^  in  Augtijlus  loft, 
Blefs'd  his  Italians  with  a  Golden  Reign, 

"What  Worthies  rife,  their  Country's  happy  Boaff, 
The  Dignity  of  Nature  to  maintain! 
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V. 

The  SouPs  whole  Vigour  Cajar'^  Smiles  forth  call^ 
And  glorious  Genii  round  his  Empire  fprung  5 

Vitruvius  nobly  plan'd  the  pillar'd  Wall, 
And  with  immortal  Grandeur  Alaro  fung» 
VI. 

Again  Hefperia  rifes  to  Renown, 

And  Tyber'^s  Sons  again  bright  Honour  fhare. 
When  Leo  bounteous  wore  the  Triple  Crown, 

A  better  Sovereign  than  a  Prelate  far. 
VII. 

Then  RaphaeV%  all-creating  Art  appearM, 
Rival  to  Nature,  and  fliall  live  as  long  : 

Then  from  her  Trance  old  Poefy  uprear'd, 
Infpir'd  her  Vida  with  a  Chriftian  Song. 
VIII. 

Nor  wants  illuftrious  Names  my  Country  dear, 
Where  pious  Anne  and  learn'd  Ert%a  reigned. 

Lo  !  Tudors  and  Plantagenets  appear, 

Kni.  Charles  the  Martyr  confecrates  tl;ie  Land. 
IX. 

In  Stuart's  Age  what  Merit  claims  the  Lyre, 
While  Halcyon  Years  with  cloudlefs  Splendor  run 

See  !  Jones's  Piles  immortalize  the  Sire  ; 
Hart  !  Siren  Dryden  warbles  to  the  Son. 
X. 

What  Heroines  attend  Britannia's  Throne, 
Thy  Pencil's  Pride,  Vandike^  or  Lely  thine  ? 

Nor  Oglethorpe  with  meanevi:  Luftre  flione. 
But  aiks  the  loftieft  and  the  ftrongeft  Line. 
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XI. 

Auguftan  Court,  when  Oglethorpe  was  there. 
Scene  of  the  brighteft  Wits,  and  brighteft  Eyes! 

Among  the  faireft  not  difown'd  for  Fair, 
Among  the  wifeft  ever  owa'd  as  Wife. 

XII. 

Her  conftant  Sou!,  unwarp'd  by  funny  Rays, 
Convey'd  no  Poifon  to  her  Prince's  Ear ; 

But  Truths,  while  Faction  ftamps,  and  Cringers  gaze. 
She  only  dar'd  to  fpeak,  and  He  to  hear. 
XIIL 

*'Mong  many  farthlefs,  ftrictly  faithful  found, 
'Mong  many  daily  wav'ring,  ftill  the  fame  : 

Prudent  to  chufe,  and  wife  to  keep  her  Ground, 
Norbrib'd,nor  footh'd,  nor  frighted  from  her  Aim. 
XIV. 

Heaven's  Rod  affli£tive  provM  her  Virtue's  Pow'r, 
In  Storms  as  well  as  Calms  too  quickly  try'd  y 

Sleeplefs  She  guards  her  Sovereign's  dying  Hour, 
Nor  Harts  a  Moment  from  his  hoaour'd  Side. 
XV. 

Charles  to  no  Saint  his  dying  Soul  commends. 
Nor  owns  Converfion  to  the  Papal  Sway 

No  Romifh  Prieft,  no  Huddle/ton  attends,. 
With  ufelefs  Undlion,  his  expiring  Clay,. 
XVL 

'Twas  this  unfault'ring,  unappali'd  She  fpoke. 
When  Ideot  Jefuits  fpur'd  with  headlong  Reign. 

But  when  weak  Rulers  prefs  their  Iroa  Yoke, 
Sure  Way  to  lofe  is.  meriting  to  gain.. 
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XVil. 

Thrown  from  her  Place,  from  Royal  Favour  thrown, 
A  Fall  more  grievous  to  a  gen'rous  Mind, 

This  Truth,  tho'  grating,  She  perfifts  to  own. 
And  mocks  the  Violence  of  th'  adverfe  Wind. 
XVIII. 

When  o'er  her  Matter's  Head  the  Clouds  grew  black, 
And  profp'rous  TVilliam  reach'd  his  happy  Port, 

When  Summer  Flies  by  Swarms  their  Lord  forfake^ 
She  joins  uncourtly  to  the  falling  Court. 
XIX. 

Can  publick  Good  on  private  Guilt  rely  ? 

Can  worft  Ingratitude  from  Confcience  fpring  ? 
Then  well-paid  Veterans  from  their  Chief  may 

And  penfion'd  FavVites  may  defert  their  King. 
XX. 

Not  wife  Najfau  her  ftubborn  Duty  charm'd. 
Not  all  His  mighty  Spirit  Her's  controlPd  ; 

She  fcorns  his  Anger,  tho'  with  Legions  arm'd^ 
Rejects  his  Bounty,  and  derides  his  Gold, 
XXI. 

Fit  Confort  for  her  Spoufe  !  whofe  Faith  unfeign'J 
While  Monmouth  fleeps,  his  Sword  undaunted  draws. 

When  Bothwell-BrldgQ  rebellious  Scots  maintain'd. 
With  Clerks  and  Captains  worthy  of  their  Caufe. 
XXII. 

Admir'd  and  courted  by  the  ftronger  Side, 
To  Danger  proof,  his  fpotlefs  Honour  blaz'd  ^ 

Condemn'd  by  Fools,  by  Sycophants  decry'd,^ 
Rever'd  by  JVilUamy  and  by  Mary  prais'd. 

XXIIL 
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XXIII, 

And  Thou,  their  Heir,  with  undiminilh'd  Fame 

Tranfmit  Hereditary  Glory  dov/n  ; 
Let  Publick  Good  thy  utmoft  Ardour  claim, 

Carelefs  of  Coxcombs  Fleer  and  Villains  Frown^ 
XXIV. 

Drag  out  foul  Tyrants  to  th'  aftonifli'd  Light, 
Where  human  Devils  chained  their  Captives  hold  5 

For  legal  Liberties  unwearied  fight. 

Nor  leave  a  Gyve  unbroken,  tho'  of  Gold, 
XXV. 

In  diftant  Climes  a  fafe  Afylum  give, 

Where  friendlefs  W ant,  not  Criminals,  may  run  % 
Where  Faith  Divine  and  Virtue  may  revive. 

And  flourifli  kindly  in  another  Sun. 

XXVI. 

Whether  from  barbVous  Tortures,  Mercy  ftird^ 
And  Jefuits  Cruelties,  they  take  their  way  i 

Or  fly,  by  lawlefs  Civil  Fow^r  exilM, 

Or  flarve  by  Statefmen's  Minifterial  Sway. 
XXVII. 

Unchanging  Truth  thy  Parents  both  demand. 
And  Courage  nothing  mortal  can  controul: 

Like  them  in  Life,  like  them  too  fearlefs  ftand 
In  the  laft  Conflicl  of  the  parting  SouL 
XXVIII. 

The  duteous  Son  what  piercing  Sorrows  wound. 
When  dying  Pangs  a  Mother's  Breaft  alTail ! 

In  Senates,  as  in  Camps,  intrepid  found. 

Then  the  Heart  trembles,  and  the  Spirits  fail ! 
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XXIX. 

Faft  by  her  Side  behold  him  anxious  laid. 
To  fee  the  deareft  Life  on  Earth  expire  5 

Of  filial  Love  the  laft  hard  Office  paid. — 

Thou,  P:pey  through  Sympathy  alTume  the  Lyre. 

E  P  I  T  A  P  H. 

L 

A Clergyman  his  Labours  ends. 
And  weary  fleeps  at  Reft  below; 
Who,  tho'  his  Fortune  found  not  Friends, 
Li  Perfon  hardly  knew  a  Foe. 

IL 

Minding  no  Bufmefs  but  his  own. 

For  Party  never  loud  to  ftrive ; 
His  Flock  not  onlv  mourn  him  gone. 

But  even  lov'd  him  when  alive. 

III. 

A  Confcience  clean  his  Forehead  cheer'd, 

L^nfourM  by  Poverty  was  he ; 
And  always  prais'd,  tho'  not  prefer'd. 

By  ev'ry  Prelate  in  the  See. 

IV. 

But  Good  Men  view  with  fmill  regard 
The  Treatment  here  cn  Earth  they  find  ; 

Secure  in  Heaven  to  meet  Reward 
From  the  Great  BiJ[hop  of  Mankijid, 


On 
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On  the  Death  of 
A  Friend,  a  Dijjenter  from  the  Cb.  of  England. 

A  Woman  that  fear  eth  the  L(ird^JI:ieJhall  bepraifed, 

OThou,  releasM  from  Fears  and  Perils  now. 
From  Pain  and  Tumult  of  the  Life  below. 
This  little  Tribute  to  thy  Duft  I  pay ; 
Few  Tears,  but  friendly,  fuit  a  Chriftian  Lay, 
From  Him,  who  ne'er  defign'd  a  Friend  as  yet. 
Alive  or  dead,  to  flatter  or  forget. 
But  faireft  Truth  will  now  no  Bluflies  raife, 
She  runs  no  Danger  from  the  higheft  Praife. 

Open  and  free,  honeft  in  Word  and  Thought, 
She  ftiun'd  no  Queftions,  nor  Difguifes  fought  5 
No  oily  Flattery  on  her  Language  hung, 
The  Heart  flowed  genuine  from  the  artlefs  Tongue; 
For  Truth  in  unambiguous  Speech  deh'ghts. 
And  hates  the  ever- cautious  Hypocrites  : 
Wretches  of  ev'ry  Glimpfe  of  Day  afraid, 
Souls  under  Cloaks,  and  Minds  in  Mafquerade. 
True  Lord  and  God  her  Saviour  fhe  believ'd. 
Nor  Shew^  of  Charity  her  Faith  deceived  j 
Supreme  with  God,  Eternal  and  alone, 
The  Son  coaeval  on  his  Father's  Throne, 
Spoke  at  his  Will  this  univerfal  AH, 
Call'd  us  from  nought,  and  rais'd  us  from  our  Fall ; 
She  knew  Belief  and  Pradlife  well  agreed. 
Nor  to  obferve  Commandments  loft  her  Creed, 
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For  Branches  never  bear  without  a  Root ; 
Who  tears  the  Vine  up  to  fecure  the  Fruit? 

Tho'  Vice  with  Unconcern  She  could  not  fee. 
Yet  unafFeited  fhow'd  her  Piety ; 
Not  caft  in  furious  Pharifaic  Mould 
The  Puritannick  Shibboleth  of  old 
That  feemM  all  Mirth  as  Sin  to  difavow. 
No  formal  Frowning  funk  her  even  Brow, 
As  if  each  Look  difplay'd  its  Owner's  Fate, 
And  all  that  fmilM  were  feaPd  for  Reprobate  5 
As  awkward  Sow'rnefs  were  a  Sign  of  Grace, 
And  fure  Ele£lion  bleft  an  ugly  Face : 
As  if  Hell-fire  were  always  plac'd  in  view, 
Ordain'd  for  all  Men,  but  the  gloomy  Few, 

Her  Zeal  began  at  Heav'n,  but  did  not  end ; 
True  to  her  Spoufe,  her  Kindred,  and  her  Friend 
Faithful  and  tender  in  Relation's  Ties, 
Cordial  to  help,  and  prudent  to  advife. 
Her  Worth  Domeftick  let  her  Confort  tell. 
So  long  who  'joyM  it,  and  who  provM  fo  welK 
No  fly  Referve  or  loud  Debate  was  there. 
Nor  fullen  Negligence  of  Houfliold  Care  3 
No  niggard  Murmurs,  or  profufe  Expence, 
But  chearful  Thrift,  and  eafy  Diligence : 
No  fep'rate  Purfe  her  private  Sum  did  hold. 
By  fecret  pilf'ring  from  the  Market- Gold  : 
No  Bounty  flow'd  unknowing  to  her  Spoufe, 
The  Meeting  never  robb'd  the  Counting- Houfe  : 
Always  to  Want  without  Injuftice  kind. 
Doubling  each  Aims-Deed  v/hcn  the  Hufoand  join'd  > 

No 
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No  fordid  Lucre  anxious  to  procure, 
By  grinding  Bargains  with  the  helplefs  Poor  : 
A  Gain  few  Traders  wifti,  She  ftrove  to  reap. 
From  buying  dearly,  and  from  felling  cheapo- 
Gain,  where  unfailing  Intereft  fhall  be  giv'n. 
Since  no  DlreSfors  fmk  the  Fund  of  Heaven. 
To  cheer  the  Wretch  fbe  wav'd  all  Female  Pridc^ 
And  oft  her  own  Convenience  laid  afide; 
Nor  Silks  nor  Ornaments  alone  would  fpare. 
To  feed  the  Hungry,  and  to  clothe  the  Bare. 

Her  Zeal  for  Church  and  Country  might  appear 
Sometimes  miftaken,  never  infmcere : 
Our  growing  Crimes  v/ith  Terror  late  fhe  faw. 
Left  publick  Guilt  fhould  publick  Judgment  drawj 
Left  God  fo  long  provok'd  in  Vengeful  Hour, 
Should  grant  us  to  the  Hands  of  wicked  PowV^ 
Our  Laws,  our  Liberties,  our  Faith  to  fell^ 
By  univerfal  Bribes  enfuring  Hell. 
She  fears  not  now  the  Tempeft  whiftllng  loud. 
Nor  Thunder  gathering  in  the  low-hung  Cloudy 
But  refts  fecure  from  Dangers  and  from  Dreadj 
Where  Unbelief  dare  never  lift  its  Head ; 
Where  none  the  Sacred  Gofpel  dare  difown. 
Nor  Fav'rite  Clarke  the  Son  of  God  dethrone; 
Where  none  efteem  the  paltry  Dirt  of  Gold, 
And  Truth  no  longer  can  be  bought  or  fold. 

Oh  !  had  the  Saviour  me  fo  highly  grac'd. 
Me,  tho'  unworthy,  at  his  Altars  plac'd, 
T'  have  loas'd  the  Charms  that  long  her  Soul  did  hold , 
And  gaia'd  the  candid  Wand'rer  to  his  Fold  ] 

With 
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With  Triumph  had  I  feen  her  then  expire. 
Secure  of  fome  Degrees  in  Glory  higher. 
Now  the  True  Church  in  Purity  She  owns, 
Nor  ftarts  at  Biftiop- Angels  on  their  Thrones; 
The  one  Communion  void  of  Fault  defcries. 
The  Film  for  ever  vanifh'd  from  her  Eyes: 
Now  after  Death  at  leaft  a  Convert  made. 
Too  good  for  thofe  with  whom  on  Earth  fhe  ftray'd. 
Her  Teacher's  felf,  as  touch'd  with  inward  Shame^ 
Avoids  the  mention  of  Her  flighted  Fame ; 
To  Her  no  Incenfe,  no  Applaufe  is  giv*n, 
Too  much  a  Saint  on  Earth  to  reign  in  Heav'n : 
Brad/haw  and  Ireton  had  their  Heaven  pofleft, 
Enthron'd  in  Baxterh  Everlafting  Reft, 
Amazing  Saintfhip  !  This  perhaps  You  knew, 
And  wifely.  Teacher,  from  the  Subject  flew: 
Your  Place  befits  not  Characters  fo  fair; 
Her  Faith,  her  Zeal,  her  Piety,  forbear ;  C 
Her  beft  Memorial  is  —  Your  Silence  There.  3 


On  fome  blafphemous  Difcourfes  on  our 
Saviour  s  Miracles. 

HAIL,  Chriffian Prelates, foryourMafter'sName 
Expos'd  by  Fool-born  Jeft  to  grinnino;  Shame  ! 
Hail,  Fathers  !  to  be  envy'd,  not  deplor'd, 
Who  fhare  the  Treatment  diftin'd  to  your  Lord, 
What  time  his  mortal  Race  on  Earth  began, 
When  firfl:  the  Son  of  God  was  Son  of  Man  ! 

Behold 
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Behold  from  Night  the  Great  Accufer  rife. 
Retouching  old,  and  coining  modern  Lies; 
No  Slander  unefTay^d,  no  Path  untrod. 
To  blaft  the  Glories  of  incarnate  God  ! 
An  open  Enemy  to  Mofes^  Laws ; 
A  fecret  Patron  of  Samaria's  Caufe ; 
Who  dar*d  at  Levi's  Race  his  Curfes  fend. 
The  Sot^s  Companion  and  the  Sinner's  Friend  ; 
Who  purposed  S ion's  Temple  to  o'erthrow, 
Traitor  to  Ca^Jar^  and  to  God  a  Foe  ; 
*^  Who  Wonders  wrought  by  Force  of  Magick  Spell, 
Poffeft  with  Daemon|s,  and  in  League  with  Hell.'' 
Remains  there  aught,  ye  Pow'rs  of  Darknefs,  yet? 
Ves;  make  your  antient  Blafphemies  compleat, 
TheJSacred  Leaves  no  Prophecies  contain. 
No  Miracles,  to  prove  Mejfiah's  Reign,*' 
To  this  each  facred  Leaf  aloud  replies. 
Nor  need  we  truft  our  Reafon,  but  our  Eyes. 
'Tis  urg'd,  his  mightieft  Wonders  never  fhowM 
Our  Saviour  Nature's  Lord,  and  real  God/* 
Whofe  Word  commanded  Earth,  and  Sea,  and  Air, 
Bid  gloomy  Daemons  to  their  Hell  repair. 
Spoke  all  Difeafes  into  Health  and  Bloom, 
And  calPd  the  mould'ring  Carcafe  from  the  Tombj 
O'er  Tyrant  Death  exerted  Godlike  Sway, 
And  op'd  the  Portals  of  Eternal  Day. 

Here  nobler  Myfieries  a  Sage  defcries, 
"  The  Letter  falfe  or  trivial  in  his  Eyes. 
Suppofe  in  ev'ry  Aft  were  underftood 
Some  future,  myftick,  and  fublimer  Good; 

Yet 
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Yet  who  the  Letter  into  Air  refines, 
Deftroys  at  once  the  Subftailce  and  the  Signs, 
Will  find  the  Truth  is  with  the  Figure  flown, 
Becaufe  by  Nothing,  Nothing^  is  forefhown^ 
Elfe  Lunaticks  might  deep  Divines  commence. 
And  downright  Nonfenfe  be  the  Type  of  Senfc. 
What  wilder  Dream  did  ever  Madman  feize, 
Than  —    Symbols  all  are  mere  Non- Entities"  ? 
This  Slon  Hill  faft  by  the  Roots  will  tear. 
And  fcatter  Sinai* %  Mountain  into  Air  : 
No  David  ever  reign'd  on  'Judah'^s  Throne, 
For  David  ftiadow'd  his  diviner  Son. 
So  fair,  fo  glorious  Light's  material  Ray, 
That  Heaven  is  liken'd  to  a  cloudlefs  Day  : 
Embodied  Souls  require  fome  outward  Sign, 
To  reprefent  and  image  Things  Divine. 
All  Objedls  muft  we  therefore  fubtilize? 
And  raze  the  Face  of  Nature  from  our  Eyes? 
Difpute  is  over,  the  Creation  gone. 
In  Noon-day  Splendour  we  behold  no  Sun, 
Thus,  faft  as  Pow'r  Almighty  can  create. 
May  Frenzy  with  a  Nod  annihilate. 
No  Marks  of  foul  Impofture  then  were  known. 
The  Cures  were  publick,  to  a  Nation  fliown : 
And  who,  the  Fa£ls  expos'd  to  ev'ry  Eye, 
If  falfe  could  credit,  or  if  true  deny? 
While  Thoufands  liv'd,  by  Miracle  reftorM, 
Heal'd  by  a  Touch,  a  Shadow,  or  a  Word ! 
Denial  then  had  fhocking  prov'd  and  vain  ; 
But  now  the  Serpent  tries  another  Train, 
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To  Turns  and  Doubts  and  Circumftances  flies^ 
And  groundlefs,  endlefs  May-be's  multiplies. 
Now  ev^y  idle  Queftion  dark  appears, 
Obfcure  by  Shade  of  Seventeen-hundred  Years, 
Which  then  each  Ignorant  and  Child  muft  know. 
And  ev^ry  Friend  refolve,  and  ev'ry  Foe. 
No  Trace  of  pollible  Deceit  was  there : 
Would  thofe,  who  fpilt  his  Bloody  his  Honour  fpare? 
When  Prejudice  and  Int'reft  urg'd  his  Fate, 
And  Superftition  edg'd  their  keeneft  Hate, 
When  evVy  Footftep  was  befet  with  Spies, 
And  reftlefs  Envy  watch'd  with  all  her  Eyes; 
When  Jewifli  Priefts  with  Herod^s  Courtiers  joinM, 
And  PowV,  and  Craft,  and  Earth,  and  Hellcombin'd, 
Speak^  Caiphas^  thy  Prophecy  be  fliown. 
He  dyM  for  IfraePs  Sake,  and  not  his  own ! 
Pilate  arife  !  his  Righteous  Caufe  maintain. 
And  clear  the  injur'd  Innocent  again. 
Truth  fixt,  Eternal  ftands,  and  can  defy 
Time's  rolling  Courfe  to  turn  it  to  a  Lie. 
Muft  ev'ry  Age  the  once-heard  Caufe  recall^ 
Replacmg  Jefus  in  the  Judgment- Hall, 
Cite  living  WitnefTes  anew  to  plead. 
And  raife  from  Duft  the  long-fepulchred  Dead? 
That  Fools  undue  Conviction  may  receive. 
And  thofe,  who  Reafon  flight,  may  Senfe  believe^ 
Thofe,^vho  the  Teft  of  former  Ages  fcorn, 
(For  Men  were  Ideots  all  'till  they  were  born) 
Whofe  Strength  of  Argument  in  This  we  view, 
^Tis  fo  long  fmce^  perhaps  it  is  not  True. 

Yc 
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Ye  Worthies,  in  the  Book  of  Life  enrolPJ, 
Who  nobly  fill'd  the  Biflicps  Thrones  of  old ! 
Ye  Priefts,  on  fecond  Thrones,  who,  true  to  Gody 
By  Tortures  and  by  Death  your  Prieftcraft  fliow'd  9 
Ye  Flocks,  difdainh^g  from  the  Fold  to  ftray. 
Still  following  where  your  Paftors  led  the  Way, 
Whofe  Works  thro'  length  of  Years  tranfmitted  come 
Efcap'd  from  Gothick  Wafte,  and  Papal  RomCy 
Juftly  renown'd  !  behold,  how  Malice  tries 
Xo  blaft  your  Fame,  and  vex  your  Paradifel 
Let  Hereticks  each  human  Slip  declare^ 
And  ridicule  the  Tell:  they  cannot  bear  : 
To  thefe  what  modifii  Ignorants  fucceed  ! 
And  Fops,  your  Writings  blame,  who  cannot  read. 
Thefe  open  Enmities  to  Glory  tend  \ 
The  Wound  ftrikes  deeper  from  a  feeming  Friend* 
Let  Deift|  Refugees  your  Fame  oppofe^ 
And  Dutch  ProfelTors  lift  themfelves  your  Foes  r 
But  ah  !  let  none  afperfe  with  vile  Applaufe, 
And  quote  with  Praifes  in  the  DeviPs  Caufe; 
In  gleaning  Scraps  bad  Diligence  employ^ 
The  Tenour  of  your  Doftrines  to  deftroy; 
Make  you  your  much-lov'd  Lord  and  God  deride,, 
For  whom  your  Saints  have  liv'd,  and  Martyrs  dy'd. 
Yet  fo  purfued  by  Love-diffembling  Hate, 
You  fill  the  Meafure  of  your  Matter's  Fate* 
Glory  to  Jesu  !  the  Blafphemer  cries; 
But  glaring  Malice  mocks  the  thin  Difguife. 
Ijcariot  thus  falfe  Adoration  paid, 
HailM  when  he  feiz^'d,  faluted  and  betray 'd. 

May 


Poems  on  fever al  Occafions.  2S5 
May  Jesus'  Blood  difcharge  ev'n  this  Offence, 
When  wafli'd  with  Tears  of  timely  Penitence ! 
E'er  yet  Experience  fad  Aflent  create, 
Convince  in  Earneil:,  but  convince  too  late  ! 
E'er  yet,  defcended  from  diffolving  Skies, 
To  plead  his  Caufe  Hinifelf  ihall  God  arife. 
Then  Scorn  muft  ceafe,  and  Laughter  muft  be  o'er. 
And  witty  Fools  reluctantly  adore. 

So,  as  authentick  old  Records  declare, 
(If  pafl:  with  future  Judgment  we  compare) 
Pollefl:  with  frantick  and  demoniac  Spleen, 
Apoftate  'Julian  feoff 'd  the  Nazare?i£  ; 
His  keeneft  Wit  th'  Imperial  Jefter  tries, 
Sure  to  his  Breaft  the  'vengeful  Arrow  flies  ^ 
He,  while  his  Wound  with  vital  Crimfon  ftreams. 
Proud  in  Defpair,  Confeffes  and  Blafphemes  3 
Impious,  but  Unbelieving  now  no  more. 
He  owns  the  Galilean  Conqueror. 


"The  FOOL. 

IF  You  mind  but  the  Moral  my  Tale  does  unfold, 
Tho'  the  Story  be  antient,  'twill  never  be  old. 
With  the  Wife  and  the  Good ,  Jeft  will  do  you  no  hurt. 
But  theFool  or  theKnave  makes  you  pay  for  your  Sport, 
In  the  merry  brave  Days  of  the  glorious  Queen  Befs^ 

When  your  Men  of  much  Senfe  fear'd  not  thofe  that 
had  lefs  3 

'Twas 
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^Tw  as  the  Cuftom  of  Courtiers  to  keep  a  poor  Fellow 

Who  fliould  joke  by  Commiffion  in  Red,  Green^  and 
Yellow  i 

Who  for  one  thing  or  other  did  moft  People  fit, 

Some  were  Pleas'd  with  the  Garb,  and  fome  laughed 
at  the  Wit. 

A  Noble  puff'd  up,  with  his  Pockets  well  ftor'd. 
Not  as  a  Walfmgharn  wife,  but  as  fine  as  a  Lord, 
Made  a  Vifit,  bedaub'd  with  Embroidery  all. 
Where  a  Fool  was  unluckily  fate  in  the  Hall. 

Not  the  Rainbow,  when  brighteft,  more  gorgeous 
could  Ihow, 

Nor  a  Belle  on  a  Birth-Night,  nor  Bridegroom  a  Beau. 

Welcome  Brother,  cries  Motley^  1  fee  by  the  Hue 

Of  your  Clothes  what  you  are  5  Pray,  Sir,  whofe 
Fool  are  You  ? 

To  this  anfwer'd  my  Lord  in  a  peftilent  Fume, 
See  him  punifh'd  before  I  ftir  out  of  the  Room ; 
I  wonder  you'll  keep  thefe  pied  Rafcals,  I  hate  'em, 
*Tis  mere  Scandalum  this,  I  can  tell  you,  Magnatum: 
So  the  Mafter  his  Orders  was  fain  to  difpatch. 
The  poorKnave  ftiould  be  whip'd  at  theBu  ttery-Hatch. 
Execution  was  done,  and  he  back  was  conveyed 
On  his  Knees  to  beg  Pardon  for  what, he  had  faid. 
So  with  fhrugging  his  Shoulders,  and  Tears  in  his  Eyes, 
Straight  down  on  his  Marrow-bones  falling,  he  cries, 
I'll  ne'er  call  You  Fool  more ;  but  Lord  Cecily  I  trow. 
Would  have  fcarce  had  me  whip'd  for  the  calling 
Himfo! 


The 
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^he  BASKET:  A  Tale. 

THere  flouriftiM  in  a  Market- Town, 
To  Riches  born,  and  Riches  grown, 
A  Pair,  who  free  from  flagrant  Strife, 
Had  reach'd  the  middle  Age  of  Life. 
The  Man  was  fprung  of  gentle  Kind, 
Not  ill  his  Perfon  or  his  Mind ; 
Expert  at  Fiftiing  and  at  Fov/ling, 
At  Planting,  Racing,  and  at  Bowling ; 
Nor  would  he  to  his  Betters  yield. 
More  in  the  houfe  than  in  the  Field, 
In  Country  Dances  he  had  Skill, 
And  play'd  at  Whifk,  tho'  not  Quadrille  : 
He  knew  what  ^Squire  might  wifli  to  know.  Sir, 
But  then,  hard  Fate  !  he  was  a  Grocer, 
And,  fpite  of  all  his  Wife  could  fay. 
Would  fometimes  work,  as  well  as  play. 

His  Wife  was  not  unworthy  Praife, 
As  Women  went  in  former  Days  ; 
Her  Beauty,  Envy  muft  confefs, 
Exa6t  her  Breeding,  and  her  Drefs; 
In  her  own  Family  fo  good. 
The  Mafter  managed  as  he  would  : 
When  Jars  their  Union  difcompofe. 
Her  Paffion  often  inward  glows ; 
Her  Tongue  in  Anger  would  flie  hold, 
And  rarely  condefcend  to  fcold : 
Her  Voice  not  ftiriH,  but  rather  fweet, 
Her  Conduct  virtuous  and  difcreet : 

In 
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In  ftiort,  all  Slander  flie  defy'd, 
One  only  Failing  Malice  Tpy'd, 
One  only  Fault,  —  but  that  was  Pride ! 
Her  Lord^s  fuperior  in  degree. 
As  fomething  better  born  than  He : 
None  equal  to  herfelf  fhe  viewM, 
Throughout  the  fpacious  Neighbourhood 
Th'  Attorney's  Wife  the  World  allows, 
Brought  a  large  Fortune  to  her  Spoufe ; 
But  then  'twas  lefs,  as  fhe  avers. 
By  full  Five  Hundred  Pounds  than  Her'i 
Her  Hands  for  Sugars  were  too  nice. 
She  fainted  at  the  Stink  of  Spice  ; 
And  fain  her  Hufband  would  perfuade 
To  leave  off  fuch  a  dirty  Trade, 
For  Country  Lafles,  by  the  by. 
Can  fometime  bear  their  Heads  as  high 
As  loftiefl:  Matrons,  who  refide 
In  ftately  Manfions  of  Cheapfide ; 
Can  be  as  proud  of  Dow'r  and  Birth 
As  e'er  a  Princefs  upon  Earth. 

None  with  our  Grocer  could  compare 
For  Trade,  each  Market  was  a  Fair ; 
From  whence  may  gentle  Readers  know 
This  Thing  was  a£led  long  ago, 
Oiie  Day  his  Bufmefs  ran  fo  high. 
His  Shop  fo  throng'd  v/ith  Company, 
So  quick  his  Cuftomers  Demands, 
He  needed  more  than  all  his  Hands  : 
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Down  comes  his  Wife  with  carelefs  Air^ 
But  not  to  help  him,  never  fear  ; 
Far  be  from  Her  a  Thought  fo  mean ! 
She  came  to  fee,  and  to  be  feen ; 
Nor  e'er  intended  to  do  Good, 
But  ftand  i'th'  way  of  them  that  would. 
That  Inftant  in  a  Servant  comes 
Poft-hafte,  for  Spices  and  for  Plumbs, 
Who  Home  had  many  a  Mile  to  go  i 
The  Grocer  peevifh  'gan  to  grow. 
To  fee  his  Deareft  loiter  fo, 
Hbwe'er  he  mild  accofts  her, — Pray, 
Or  give  your  Help,  or  go  your  way. 
In  vain  he  touch'd  her  on  that  Ear, 
She  did  not,  or  (he  would  not  hear. 
You  fee  the  Footman  cannot  ftay. 
Pray  lend  your  Hand  the  Things  to  weigh; 
Why  otherwife  did  You  come  down  ? 
She  anfwer'd  only  with  a  Frown ; 
But  fuch  a  Frown  as  feemM  t'  exprefe 
Her  Dow'r,  her  Beauty,  and  her  Drefs, 
Well !  fince  you  would  not  weigh  the  Ware^ 
Pray  put  it  in  the  Bafket  there. 
She  turn'd  h-^r  Back  without  Rejoinder^ 
And  left  her  Spoufe  to  fume  behind  her. 
Ho^,  hold!  the  Things  are  now  put  in  it, 
I  hope  you'll  do  fo  much  as  pin  it. 
When  a  fourth  time  her  Hufband  fpoke. 
The  Dame  her  fullen  Silence  broke^ 
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With  very  ftiort  but  full  Reply ; 
I  pin  your  Bafkets  !  No,  not  I ! 
Enrag'd  he  fnatch'd  the  Footman's  Sticky 
And  laid  it  on  her  Shoulders  quick. 
Amaz'd,  as  never  ftruck  before, 
And  feejing  much,  and  fearing  more. 
To  hinder  what  might  farther  come  on't. 
She  pin'd  the  Bafket  in  a  moment. 

The  Man  troop'd  off  in  merry  Mood, 
'  And  laugh'd  and  tee-hee'd  as  he  rode^ 
;  Pleas'd  v^ith  the  delicate  Conceit 
To  fee  fo  fine  a  Lady  beat: 
He  w^ifii'd  the  Deed  at  Home  were  done. 
And  could  not  help  Comparifon; 
For  his  ov/n  Miftrefs  was  as  fine 
As  her  that  fuffer'd  Difcipline ; 
As  proud,  as  high-born,  and  as  rich, 
But  not  fo  continent  of  Speech. 

At  Dinner-time  the  waggifh  Knave 
By  Turns  was  fleering,  and  was  grave  ; 
Now  bites  his  Lips,  and  quickly  after 
Burfts  put  unwilling  into  Laughter. 
Quoth  Madam,  with  Majeftick  Look, 
(Who  Servants  Freedom  could  not  brook. 
Nor  Laughter  in  her  Prefence  bear) 
What  ails  the  fawcy  Fellow  there  ? 
Does  not  the  Fool  his  Diftance  know  ? 
What  makes  the  Coxcomb  giggle  fo  ? 
But  angry  W ords  and  Looks  were  vain, 
,  Again  he  giggles,  and  again. 
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Nay,  fays  his  Mafter,  Tom^  at  leaft. 
If  you  muft  laugh  fo,  tell  the  Jeft  ; 
That,  if  'tis  worth  our  joining,  we 
In  Mirth  may  bear  you  Company. 
Tom  up  and  told  the  Story  roundly. 
How  a  fair  Dame  was  cudgell'd  foundly. 
Scarce  Madam  heard  the  whole  Narration, 
Before  fhe  fell  in  monftrous  Paffion : 
Was  ever  any  thing  fo  bafe? 
At  Noon-day  !  in  the  Market-place  ! 
A  Woman- -fo  well-bred  as  She  ! 
Her  fortune !  and  her  Family  ! 
The  Hufband  fain,  with  fober  Senfc, 
Would  curb  her  Tide  of  Eloquence  : 
But  your  true  Vixen  will,  for  no  Man, 
Forbear  defending  of  a  Woman, 
And,  let  the  Caufe  be  bad  or  good, 
Fights  Tooth  and  Nail  for  Sifterhood^ 
Her  Vifits  are  among  the  Bell ! 
No  Lady  e'er  was  better  dreft  ! 
And  was  it  proper,  pray,  that  fhc 
Should  touch  his  nafty  Grocery  ? 
Not  pin  the  Bafket !  Beat  her  for  it ! 
I  did  not  think  flie  would  have  bore-it ! 
How  could  ftie  help  it,  pray,  my  Dear? 
What,  do  You  too  the  Rafcal  clear? 
A  paltry  Rogue  !  a  Woman  flrike  ! 
I  think  you  Men  are  ail  alike. 

Tom  now  grew  merrier,  not  fadder. 
Which  made  his  Miftrefs  ten  Times  madder ; 

N  2  "Who 
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Who  ftarted  up  in  Fury  ftrait, 
And  vow'd  to  break  the  Rafcal's  Pate, 
tier  Hufband  rifes  to  afTuage 
Th'  o'erbearing  Tempeft  of  her  Rage, 
But  happen'd  not  her  Hand  to  mind, 
And  caught  the  Rap  for  Tom  defign'd  ; 
Who,  not  approving  of  the  Jeft, 
Return'd  it  foon  with  Intereft. 
Tom  faw^  in  Cafes  of  that  Nature, 
*Twas  dangerous  to  be  Mediator 
So  ran  down  flairs,  as  was  but  fitting. 
And  left  his  Miftrefs  to  her  Beating. 

Below-ftairs  was  a  Kitchen-Maid, 
To  whom  our  Tom  had  Courtfhip  paid ; 
Tho'  ftrong  of  Limbs,  of  Courage  ftout^ 
She  argued  oft'ner  than  ftie  fought ; 
As  cool  as  Heart  could  well  defire 
For  one  fo  converfant  in  Fire. 
Says  Moll^  Above-ftairs  what's  the  Matter  ? 
I  never  heard  fo  loud  a  Clatter. 
For  fear  of  fpoiling  his  Amour,  He 
Was  backward  to  relate  the  Story, 
Sufpefting  much,  tho'  Sweet- hearts,  whether 
By  the  Ears  they  might  not  fall  together. 
I  fhould  be  forry,  Moll^  to  fee 
A  DifPrence  rife  'twixt  you  and  me  j 
'Tis  but  a  Trifle,  let  it  go; 
What  fignifies  for  You  to  know  ? 
Nay,  then  I  muft  —  fo  out  it  came. 
And  put  her  Womanhood  in  Flame : 
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She  her  Refentment  could  not  ftifle, 
A  Trifle  faid  you,  Toml  a  Trifle  ! 
I  think  my  Miftrefs  iii  the  Right, 
With  Women  none  but  Cowards  fight; 
A  Gentlewoman  fo  to  maul ! 
A  brutifh  Fellow  after  alL 
Quoth  Tom^  a  fore  AfFront  was  done  him^ 
By  turning  her  Backfide  upon  him. 
Moll  thought  ftie  fafely  might  be  fmart^ 
With  Priviledge  of  a  Sweet-heart; 
Do  You  excufe  him  ?  very  fine ! 
IM  make  him  kifs  it,  were  it  mine!  ^ 
Tom  might  have  let  the  Matter  die, 
By  this  time,  in  Civility  5 
For  if  both  Sides  di/dain  to  bend, 
How  fhould  a  Qiiarrel  have  an  End? 
But  Things,  alas !  too  far  were  gone, 
And  one  Word  drew  another  on. 
Apace  their  Paffion  higher  rofe, 
From  Words  they  quickly  fell  to  Blows  ^ 
Honour  concern'd,  they  both  would  try  for't^ 
And  both  are  daring,  tho'  they  die  for't. 
The  Strokes  fo  luftily  were  laid. 
The  Lover  and  his  dear  Cook-maid, 
Spite  of  the  mutual  Love  they  boafted. 
Were  both  confoundedly  rib-roafted  ; 
They  box'd  like  any  Man  and  Wife : 
So  quick  the  Progrefs  is  of  Strife, 
It  matters  not  how  fmall  the  Grain, 
If  but  continual  be  the  Train  ; 

N  3  Sufficient 
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SufEcient  the  firft  Spark  is  found. 
Fire  fiidden  ficims  alono;  the  Ground, 
And  flafhes  Lightning  all  around. 

The  Faft  thus  plainly  laid  before  ye> 
What  is  the  Purport  of  the  Story  ? 
A  double  Moral  may  become  it. 
And  juftly  each  may  follow  from  it: 
From  hence  may  Fools  the  Danger  learn 
Of  meddling  where  they've  no  Concern  i 
And  Males  and  Females  may  beware 
Not  to  adopt  another's  Jar : 
And  thofe,  who  will,  with  half  an  Eye 
The  main  Inftru£tion  may  defcry ; 
If  you're  too  weak  to  win  the  Field, 
^Tis  beft  without  a  Combat  yield  : 
Whene'er  your  Hufbands  pleafe  to  afk  it. 
Run  !  fly  !  ye  Wives,  and  pin  the  Bafket, 
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SONG. 
r. 

How  do  they  err,  who  throw  their  ^3 
On  Fate  or  Fortune  wholly  ; 
Whom  only  Rants  and  Flights  can  move^ 
And  Rapture  join'd  with  Folly! 

11. 

For  how  can  Pleafure  folid  be 

Where  Thought  is  out  of  Seafon? 

Do  I  love  Y0U5  or  You  love  Me, 
My  Dear,  without  a  Reafon  ? 

IIT. 

Our  Senfe  then  rightly  we'll  employ. 

No  Paradife  expecting  ; 
Yet  envying  none  the  trifling  Joy, 

That  will  not  bear  reflefting. 

IV. 

For  Wifdom's  PowV  (fmce  after  all. 

Ev'n  Life  is  paft  the  curing,) 
Softens  the  worft  that  can  befall, 

And  makes  the  beft  enduring. 


N  4 
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^/^  E  P  I  T  A  P  H. 
I. 

HERE  lye  I,  once  a  witty  Fair, 
III  loving  and  ill  lov'd  ; 
Whofe  heedlefs  Beauty  was  my  Snare, 
Whofe  Wit  my  Folly  prov'd, 

II. 

Reader,  fliould  any  curious  ftay 

To  afk  my  lucklefs  Name, 
Tell  them,  the  Grave  that  hides  my  Clay 

Conceals  me  from  my  Shame, 

III. 

Tell  them,  I  mourn'd  for  Guilt  of  Sin, 
More  than  for  Pleafure  fpent : 

Tell  them,  whate'er  my  Morn  liad  been. 
My  Noon  was  Penitent. 
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TO  A  FRIEND, 

On  his  being  chofen  Member  of  Parliament. 

ACcept,  my  Friend,  this  Scrawl  without  Offence, 
Nor  call  it  ('tis  but  once)  Impertinence; 
Which  comes,  according  as  you  ufe  your  State, 
Or  to  condole,  or  to  congratulate. 
Nothing  but  Truth  without  Difguife  is  here. 
My  Words  as  open,  as  my  Thoughts  fincere^ 
I  fpeak  not  now  as  from  the  Sacred  Gown,, 
Not  in  my  Matter's  Name,  but  in  my  own ; 
Nor  claim  I  Pow'r  from  Nature's  fancy'd  State 
To  rule  my  Rulers,  and  control!  the  Great; 
Nor  dream  that  in  my  Brain  there  Knowledge  lies 
To  make  the  hoary  Senator  more  wife : 
But  You  are  young,  and  may  receive  from  Me 
Maxims,  Fm  fure,  of  Good  ;  I  think,  of  Policy* 

A  rifing  Sun  your  Morning  Landfkip  gildes. 
And  glorious  Hope  the  magick  Profpeft  yields : 
As  yet  you'll  fcarce  believe  that  Shows  fo  fair 
Can  end  in  defart  Rocks  and  empty  Air ; 

Yet  there  they'll  end  

Unlefs  You  quit  the  Path  by  Crowd's  purfu'd^, 
Dare  to  be  Juft,  and  to  be  Great  be  Good  ; 
Be  True !  nor  feek  the  Mazes  of  Deceit, 
The  fabtle  Windings  of  the  abjefl  Great :; 
This  Rule  in  Words  and  A6ts  and  Looks  purfuc^ 
This  jfirft,  this  laft,  this  middlemoft^  Be  True ! 

N  5  If 
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If  Friends  or  Factions  for  your  Reafons  call. 

Or  fpeak  the  real  Truth,  or  not  at  all : 

This  only  Choice  can  honeft  Virtue  have, 

Betwixt  the  blabbing  Fool  and  lying  Knave. 

All  feeming  fpecious  Likelihoods  forego. 

Which  might  have  been  the  Cafe,  but  were  not  fo. 

Who  dares  to  vent  in  Earth's  and  Heaven's  Eye 

A  formal  grave  premeditated  Lie, 

Is  fure  a  Rafcal,  tho'  a  Lord  may  claim 

An  ufeful  priviledge  to  fecure  his  Fame. 

That  yet  to  double  Meanings  You  may  bow. 

No  Moralift  but  Jefuits  will  allow  : 

No  Gold,  no  Pov/'r,  no  Maehiavilian  Skill 

Can  change  the  ftubborn  Bounds  of  Good  and  II! ; 

They  mock  the  ftrongeft  Arms  againft  them  bent. 

And  fcorn  to  be  repeal'd  by  Parliament. 

Beware  of  Jeft,  it  leaves  a  deadly  Sting ; 
Your  Fame,  your  Country,  is  a  fcrious  Thing. 
Miefi  oft  with  Patience  will  the  Stroke  endure. 
Who  ne'er  forgive  the  Wantonnefs  of  Pow'r  ; 
When  Peace  or  Vv'ar  perhaps  before  them  lies. 
To  fneer  and  joke  our  Patriots  will  arife. 
So  Pinkethman  in  G  rief  can  Laughter  raife  : 
By  Dint  of  his  impenetrable  Face; 
And  yet,  like  partial  Judges  as  we  are, 
V/ e  hifs  the  poor  Buffoon,  but  clap  the  Senator, 

Nor  truft  too  little  nor  too  much  your  Head, 
Nor  prone  to  fojjow,  nor  refolv'd  to  lead  : 
Confider  Things  frorn  Circumftances  clear, 
Witbciii:  the  Part  which  You  yourfeif  may  bear  :- 

Or 
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Or  think  how  fine  your  darling  Schemes  would  fnow 
If  manag'd  by  a  Rival,  or  a  Foe: 
Left  by  felf-Love  your  Judgment  be  betray'd,  '\ 
Or  Aide,  by  wide  Ambition  giddy  made,  ^ 
Or  fall,  by  fa£tious  State  or  bloodier  Envy  fway'd.  ^ 
If  once  this  Maxim  to  your  Aid  you  call, 

Sincere  Intention  can  atone  for  all,'' 
Virtue  farewell  !  *twill  Wrong  convert  to  P^ight^ 
And  wafli  the  darkeft  Ethiopian  White : 
No  more  your  Eyes  will  with  Abhorrence  view 
Sicilian  Even-Song,  or  Paris^  BarthoVmezv. 
But  know,  how  great  foe'er  your  Anions  aim, 
A  Nation's  Welfare,  or  a  Monarch's  Fame, 
If  e'er  your  Courfe  from  fteady  Virtue  leans. 
The  End  can  never  juftify  the  Means. 
No  Bribes,  no  Tricks,  no  Violence  is  allow'd. 
No  private  Knavery  for  the  Publick  Good. 
As  Demonftration  fure  is  what  I  tell, 
Tho'  H — y  may  difpute,  or  MachiaveL 

In  fhort,  defert  the  Path  by  Crowds  purfu'J, 
Dare  to  be  Juft,  and  to  be  Great  be  Good. 
For  once  believe  a  Politician's  Voice, 
Hear  dying  Wolfey  when  he  mourns  his  Choice, 

A  Great  Vain  Man  !—   - 

Or  view  your  much-lov'd  Sommers  foon  decay'd^ 
Surviver  of  himfelf,  a  human  Shade  : 
Or  let  your  pitying  Eye  on  MarWrough  fall  f 
What  boots  the  German  ilw'd,  or  routed  Gaul? 
Weigh  well  that  boafted,  that  immortal  Man, 
And  then  be  proud  of  Greatnefs  if  You  can  ! 

N  6  Long 


goo 
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Long  ftood  I  wav'ring,  left  my  Words  might  feem 
An  unexperiencM  Vifionary's  Dream  ; 
At  length  refolvM,  for  what  have  I  to  fear? 
A  Frown  I  dread  not,  and  defpife  a  Sneer : 
Thus  my  Concern  if  not  my  Wit  PIJ:  ftiow^ 
And  if  it  can  be  ufeful,  —  Be  it  fo. 


HEN  nought  diverts  a  Peerefs  from  her  Aim 


T  y    To  brand  a  Forger  with  his  deftin'd  Shame, 
The  Wretch  complains  no  Favour  he  could  find> 
Purfued  by  unrelenting  Womankind  : 
His,  Arts  with  Men  had  more  fuccefsful  proved. 
His  Prayers,  his  Int'reft,  or  his  Gold  had  mov'd. 
Undue  Regards  perhaps  might  warp  a  Male,  -\ 
But  when  a  Lady  holds  the  equal  Scale,  Vi 
Th^n  JuJiUe  is  Herfelf,  and  cannot  faiJ.  3 


EPIGRAM. 


Slander 
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Slander  anfwer'd. 

LOVE  is  ftill  my  Fair  one's  due. 
Granting  Slander  to  be  true  : 
Tho'  flie  may  be  poor,  nor  yet 
A  Belle  a  Beauty  or  a  Wit  ; 
Sweetnefs,  Paflion,  Truth  be  there: 
Tnofe  endowments  I  can  fpare : 
Breeding  teaches  Damfels  fly 
Deep  to  feign  and  well  to  lye  : 
Gold  that  does  to  Falfehood  movt^ 
Gold  the  Murtherer  of  Love  : 
Beauty  mixt  with  Pride's  allay, 
Glitt'ring  Idol  of  a  day  : 
Wit,  which  few  can  well  command^ 
Dang'rous  in  a  Woman's  hand  : 
Let  their  Loves  genteel  appear. 
Mine  can  pleafe  me  if  fincere  : 
Humble  mine  by  all  allowed, 
Their's  be  beautiful  and  proud  : 
Their's  be  Wits  for  Empire  trying. 
Mine  be  filent  and  complying  : 
Love  with  Treafure  let  them  buy. 
Rich  be  they  and  happy  I  : 
To  their  Idols  let  them  fall ; 
Love  ia  mine,  and  Love  is  alL 
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A  defence  of  Slander  anfwer'd. 
I. 

WHAT  tho'  Lyes  I  granted  true 
Meerly  for  the  furer  proving  j 
Love  might  ftill  remain  your  due, 
Juftly  lov'd,,  as  truly  loving  ? 

11. 

All  my  Warmth  I  freely  own 

Springs  from  Choice  and  not  from  Blindnefs| 
Still  I  think  my  Love  alone 

Full  foundation  for  my  Kindnefs. 

in. 

Worth  there  muft  to  me  appear, 
Elfe  my  paffion  were  but  dreaming. 

Never  yet  did  Man,  my  Dear, 
Truly  love  without  efteeming. 

IV. 

Lov€  that  Youth  or  Beauty  gave 

Lafts  us  but  a  Summer  feafon, 
Then  alone  'twill  Winter  brave 

When  'tis  founded  in  our  Reafon. 


Upon  my  Hairs  falling. 

FEW  and  eafy  in  your  ftay. 
Never  curl'd,  and  hardly  grey. 
Hairs,  adieu!  tho'  falling  all, 
Blamelefs  harmlefs  may  you  fall. 


Light 
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Light  and  trifling  tho'  you  be. 
More  deferving  Poetry 
Than  the  Dream  of  guilty  Pow'r, 
Than  the  Mifer's  gather'd  ore. 
Than  the  W orld's  moft  ferious  things 
Murth'rous  Viftors,  haughty  Kings, 
If  your  moral  Fall  prefage 
Death  the  certain  end  of  Age, 
If  a  fingle  hint  you  give 
Well  to  dye,  and  foon  to  live. 


A  CharaBer. 

HER  Hair  and  Skin  are  as  the  Berry  brown, 
Soft  is  her  Smile,  and  graceful  is  her  Frown, 
Her  Stature  lov/,  'tis  fomething  lefs  than  mine. 
Her  Shape  tho'  good,  not  exquifitely  fine ; 
Tho'  round  her  hazle  Eye  fome  fadnefs  lies. 
Their  fprightly  Glances  can  fometimes  furprize; 
But  greater  Beauties  to  her  Mind  belong, 
Well  can  ftie  fpeak,  and  wifely  hold  her  tongue; 
In  Her  plain  Senfe  and  humble  Sweetnefs  meet, 
Tho'  gay  religious,  and  tho'  young  difcreet. 
Such  is  the  Maid,  if  I  clin  judge  aright. 
If  Love  or  Favour  hinder  not  my  Sight, 
Perhaps  you'll  afk  me  how  fo  well  I  know  ? 
I've  fcudied  her,  and  I  confwifs  it  too. 
I've  fought  each  inmoft  Failing  to  explore, 
Tho'  ftill  the  more  I  fought,  I  lik'd  the  more. 
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ON 

JWr.PETER  BLUNDELL. 

Foiinder  of  the  Grammar-School  in  Tiverton,  Devon, 

■           Famam  extender e  faBisy 
Hoc  virtutis  opus,  

EXempt  from  fordid  and  ambitious  Views, 
Bleft  with  the  Art  to  gain,  and  Heart  to  ufe. 
Nor  fatisfied  with  Life's  poor  fpace  alone, 
Blundell  thro'  Ages  fends  his  Bleffings  down; 
Since  Worth  to  raife,  and  Learning  to  fuppQrt 
A  Patriarch's  Life-time  had  appear'd  too  fliort; 
While  Letters  gain  efteem  in  Wifdom's  eyes. 
Till  Juftice  is  extin£l  and  Mercy  dies. 
His  Alms  perpetual,  not  by  time  confin'd, 
Laft  with  the  World,  and  end  but  with  Mankind. 


Epilogue 
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Epilogue  to  one  of  T'erences  Plays ^  aBed  at 
the  fir  ft  Annual  Meeting  of  Wefiminfler 
Scholars, 

?T^IS  done,  here  ends  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Day, 

A    The  Profe,  theVerfe,  the  Dinner,  and  the  Play  ^ 
Now  let  us  joyful  own  th'  unufual  grace 
From  You  the  Sons  and  Patrons  of  the  place. 
And  You  who  duteous  to  Eliza^s  Fame 
Thus  make  the  Welfare  of  her  School  your  alm^ 
Ardent  her  glorious  footfteps  to  purfue. 
Go  on,  to  follow  Her  is  worthy  You. 

Here  She  defign'd  for  ever  ftiould  remain 
The  faireft  Model  of  her  matchlefs  Reign. 
Confummate  Skill  our  Foundrefs  here  has  fhown, 
Scarce  greater  in  her  Arms  or  on  her  Throne. 
Th'  important  Scheme  to  draw  her  Council  tries. 
Which  She  compleats,  the  wifeft  of  the  wife. 
With  deepeft  Thought  our  little  State  they  plan. 
To  form  the  Scholar  and  to  build  the  Man  j 
To  prove  how  Truth  and  Policy  agree. 
How  public  Good  and  private  Piety, 

Inur'd  to  Hardfliip  lience,  and  praftic'd  young 
To  tame  the  Paffions  and  to  curb  the  Tongue, 
Through  juft  Degrees  we  due  fubmiffion  pay. 
And  rife  to  rule,  experienc'd  to  obey. 
No  one  requires  but  what  before  he  gave 
Nor  leap§  into  a  Tyrant  from  a  Slave ; 

This 
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This  ev'n  in  Nurna's  breaft  might  wonder  raife. 

This  old  Lycurgus  might  with  envy  praife. 

Eflabhfli'd  thus  we've  flood  the  Storms  of  Fate, 
The  various  Changes  of  the  Greater  State. 
What  though  dec::y'd  this  outward  Strufture  falls 
The  School  ftands  firm  in  You  her  living  Walls 
*  Thefe  mouldering  Stones  alone  your  Bounty  claim, 
Not  all  Mankind  can  mend  our  inward  Frame,  , 


Epilogue  fpoken  at  theWefiminJler-Meetin^^ 
in  the  Tear.  1732-3. 

OF  old  the  Romans  a6ted  Comic  Plays, 
As  well  on  Funeral  as  on  Feftal  days  ; 
And  here,  though  Mirth  fnould  all  our  Souls  employ. 
And  our  glad  Genius  give  a  loofe  to  Joy, 
Grief  ftill  intrudes,  fmce  He  muft  difappear 
Whofe  mourn'd  departure  claims  a  duteous  Tear; 
Beneath  whofe  Care  thefe  Walls  compleated  rofe, 
Whofe  Art  each  fecret  grace  of  Terence  fliows  ; 
A  glory  Roman  ^diles  never  knew, 
To  build  their  Theatres  and  Aftors  too. 
How  ancient  Bards  and  Orators  could  foar 
Much  taught  his  Precepts,  his  Example  more; 
Oft  as  th'  Eleftion's  yearly  Feaft  difplays 
His  weight  of  Senfe  and  Elegance  of  Phrafe, 
Rapid  yet  pure  the  torrent  pours  along. 
Smooth  as  the  Roman^  as  the  Grecian  flrong. 

Let 

*  They  Were  then  foUicitlng  Contributions  to  finilh  th« 
new  Doimitory, 
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Let  neighb'riiig  Tombs  his  matchlefs  Wit  declare. 
More  worth  than  all  the  mould'ring  Sculpture  there. 
That  bids  the  buried  live,  by  (kill  refin'd 
In  each  diflinguifti'd  Feature  of  the  mind. 
From  whence  ev'n  SouthKiA  brighter  finds  his  Name, 
And  his  own  Bufoy  deigns  to  borrow  fame. 
V/hat  Scholar  grateful  found  and  great  as  Friend^ 
His  Worth  to  future  ages  fiiall  commend  ? 
Not  Bujiy^s  felf  in  equal  height  maintain'd 
The  School,  where  half  a  Century  he  reign'd. 
Daily  through  Fre'ind  her  fv/elling  numbers  rofe. 
The  hate,  but  more  the  envy  of  her  Foes. 

Forgive  the  lafi:  refpeft  to  him  we  fho w , 
To  whom  in  Vertue  train'd  ourfelves  w^e  owe. 
If  ought  too  much  His  nicer  Judgment  fees, 
^Tis  thus,  thus  only  that  we  would  difpleafe. 
But  all  befides  our  Duty  will  approve. 
The  Sons  and  Patrons  of  the  place  they  love ;  ■ 
And  tho'  fmall  praife  our  mean  performance  draws^ 
Will  crown  our  Matter's  exit  with  Applaufe. 


Cn 
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On  the  Sieg€  ^Saguntum. 
I, 

AH,  poor  Saguntum  !  evil  ftar'd. 
Twice  miferable  City  ! 
By  Punic  Foes  and  Englifh  Bard 
Subje£ted  to  our  Pity. 

II. 

Thy  Sons  drop  dead  for  want  of  Food 

Nor  War  its  heat  alTuages: 
Yet  rampant  Luft  in  midft  of  Blood 

And  fpight  of  Famine  rages. 

III. 

What  tho'  by  Rome's  negleft  they  dye, 

They  perifh  unrepining ; 
Praife  Roman  vertue  to  the  fky. 

And  fall  like  Lover'^s  whining, 

IV. 

No  pains  on  earth  to  bring  'em  to 't 

Has  Sicoris  i'th'  Story, 
Tie  bids  them  burn  themfelves — they  do't 

And  there's  an  exit  for  ye. 

V. 

To  leave  one's  Friends  in  fuch  extremes 

Is  Roman  Faith  befitting^ 
Tho'  bafeft  treachery,  it  feems. 

In  any  Queen  of  Britain. 


Poems  cn  fever al  OccaJiGns. 
VI. 

To  thefe  the  Bard  prophetic  fliows 
A  profpeft  but  unpleafant, 

Gives  them  for  comfort  future  Woes 
When  finking  with  the  prefent. 

VII. 

A  New  Sagurdum  ftiall,  he  faith. 
Rife  in  the  felf-fame  Nation, 

Not  near  the  firft  in  Fall  or  Faith 
Or  Caufe  or  Situation. 

VIII. 

Like  in  Misfortunes  and  Renown, 

Or  Theron  is  miftaken; 
Tho'  ne'er  forfook  before,  the  Town 

Again  fhall  be  forfaken. 

IX. 

Thy  Glory,  Phil^  fhall  never  fail 

As  Poet  or  as  Prophet, 
For  Truth  in  telling  of  thy  Tale 

And  Wit  in  timing  of  it. 
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On  Forms  of  Prayer, 
I. 

FORM  flints  the  Spirit,  Watts  has  faid. 
And  therefore  oft  is  wrong  ; 
At  heft  a  Crutch  the  Weak  to  aid, 
A  Cumbrance  to  the  Strong. 

ir. 

Of  human  Liturgies  the  load 

Perfeftion  fcorns  to  bear, 
Th*  Apoflles  were  but  weak  when  God 

Prefcrib'd  his  Form  of  Prayer. 

III. 

Old  David  both  in  Prayer  and  Praifc 

A  Form  for  Crutches  brings, 
But  Watts  has  dignifyM  his  Lays, 

And  furniih'd  him  with  Wings, 

IV. 

Ev'n  Waits  a  Form  for  Praife  can  chufe. 
For  Prayer  v/ho  throws  it  by  j 

Crutches  to  walk  he  can  refufe. 
But  ufes  them  to  fly. 
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J  Upon  altering  the  PSALMS^  to  appJf^  them  to  a 
Christian  State* 


HAS  David  Christ  to  come  foreftiov/'d? 
Can  Chriftians  then  afpire, 
To  mend  the  Harmony  that  flow'd 
From  his  prophet ick  Lyre  ? 

II. 

How  curious  are  their  Wits  and  vain. 

Their  erring  Zeal  how  bold. 
Who  durft  with  meaner  Drofs  prophanc 

His  Purity  of  Gold  ! 

IIL 

His  Psalms  unchang'd  the  Saints  employ, 

UnchangM  our  God  applies; 
They  fuit  th'  Apoftles  in  their  Joy, 

The  Saviour  when  he  dies, 
IV. 

Let  Davids  pure  unaltered  Lays 

Tranfmit  through  Ages  down 
To  Thee,  O  Davidh  Lord,  our  Praife, 

To  Thee,  O  David's  Son  ! 

V. 

Till  judgment  calls  the  Seraph  Throng 

To  join  the  Human  Choir, 
And  God  who  gave  the  Antient  Song 

The  New  one  lhali  infpire. 
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On  HUMILITY. 
I. 

5TpIS  not  becaufe  I  fprung  from  nought, 
I  bow  with  Lowlinefs  of  Thought; 
All  but  the  Trinity  Moft  High 
Was  nothing  once  as  well  as  I, 

II. 

*Tis  not  becaufe  I  dwell  in  Clay, 
Subjeft  to  Sicknefs  and  Decay ; 
This  Flefh  if  rightly  I  controul, 
*Tis  no  Pollution  to  my  Soul. 

III. 

*Tis  not  becaufe  this  outward  Skin 
Contains  unfeemly  Stench  within ; 
Concealed  ^tis  well,  as  if  all  o'er 
I  breath'd  Perfume  at  ev'ry  Pore. 

IV. 

'Tis  not  becaufe  this  Carcafe  dead 
Will  W orms  and  Putrefaction  breed  ; 
'Tis  well,  as  if  from  thence  fhould  come 
The  Violet's  and  the  Rofe's  Bloom. 

V- 

No,  I  fliall  ne'er  deje<ft  my  Heart 
By  thinking  on  my  mortal  Part ; 
Tho'  mean,  tho*  bafe,  tho'  vile  it  be, 
*Twill  put  on  Immortality.  , 
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VI. 

'Tis  not  becaufe  dependant  here, 
I  poorly  fill  a  narrow  Sphere  : 
To  caft  our  deftinM  Lot  afide. 
Is  not  Humility,  but  Pride» 
VIL 

*Tis  not  becaufe  in  Life  below 

I  little  a£l,  and  little  know ; 

In  Knowledge  and  in  Pow'r  there's  none 

Unlimited,  but  God  alone. 

VIII. 

What !  in  Myfelf  then  can  I  find 

No  Caufe  for  Lowlinefs  of  Mind  ? 

Ah,  Yes  !  for  Sin  what  Thought  can  beari 

'Tis  there  I  fink  !  'tis  wholly  there ! 


On  the  Passion  of  Our  ^Saviour. 
I. 

FROM  whence  thefe  dire  Portents  around. 
That  Earth  and  Heav'n  amaze  ? 
Wherefore  do  Earthquakes  cleave  the  Ground  ? 
Why  hides  the  Sun  his  Rays  ? 

IL 

Not  thus  did  Sinai's  trembling  Head 

With  facred  Horror  ncd. 
Beneath  the  dark  Pavilion  fprcad 

Of  LegiHative  God  ! 

O  llU 
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III. 

Thou  Earth,  thy  loweft  Centre  fhakc. 

With  Jesu  fympathife ! 
Thou  Sun,  as  HelPs  deep  Gloom  be  black, 

*Tis  thy  Creator  dies ! 

IV. 

What  Tongue  the  Tortures  can  declare 

Of  this  vindictive  Hour  ? 
Wrath  he  alone  had  Will  to  fliare. 

As  he  alone  had  Pow'r  ! 

V. 

See  ftreaming  from  th'  accurfed  Tree 

His  all-atoning  Blood ! 
Is  this  the  Infinite  ?  'Tis  he  [ 

My  Saviour  and  my  God  ! 

VI. 

For  Me  thefe  Pangs  his  Soul  afiail. 

For  Me  the  Death  is  born ! 
My  Sin  gave  Sharpnefs  to  the  Nail, 

And  pointed  ev'ry  Thorn, 

VIL 

Let  Sin  no  more  my  Soul  enflave. 
Break,  Lord,  the  Tyrant's  Chain  ; 

Oh,  fave  Me  v^hom  Thou  cam'ft  to  fave. 
Nor  bleed  nor  die  in  vain ! 


Ode 
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Ode  upon  Christ's  Crucifixion^ 
From  the  Greek. 

ENough  of  Pagan  idle  Toys  ; 
Change  the  Strings,  and  raife  the  Voice, 
To  facred  Notes  the  Lyre  applyM, 
Hail  the  King  !  the  Crucify M  ! 
Of  Wonders  Thou  eternal  Store  ! 

O  what  firfl:  fliall  I  explore  ? 
Fain  would  I  fcan,  fain  would  I  tell 

Myfteries  unfpeakable. 
By  Man  or  Spirits  bleft  on  high,  ' 
How  the  living  God  could  die! 
ril  tell  of  Love  to  Creatures'  Sight 

Fathomlefs  and  infinite. 
His  well-lov'd  Son  the  Father  chofo 

Bleeding  Ranfom  for  his  Foes! 
I'll  fing  in  lofty  Strains  aloud 

Triumphs  of  the  bury'd  God* 
Hell  and  the  Grave  are  Captives  led. 
Death  is  conquered  by  the  Dead  ! 
But  hark  !  from  Calvary  rebounds 

Mixture  of  affrighting  Sounds, 
Loud  ecchoing  dreadful  from  afar. 

Of  the  Slain  and  of  the  Slayer, 
That  wounds  mine  Ear !  Hafte,  quickly  fly 
*  To  the  Mountain's  Top,  mine  Eye : 
Him  'midft  the  Three  expiring  views 
How  unlike  the  other  Two ! 
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His  gentle  Head  he  meekly  bends, 

Wide  his  facred  Arms  extends  ; 
The  cruel  Nails,  his  Weight  that  bear. 

Tear  him,  faft'ning  while  they  tear. 
This  fufFer'd,  wretched  Man,  for  Thee, 

Without  fufF'ring  can'fl:  Thou  fee  ? 
Thick  rife  thy  Groans,  thy  Vefture  tear. 

Beat  the  Breaft,  and  rend  the  Hair  ;  I 
The  tendVeft  yearning  Pangs  be  thine  : 

All  in  Purple  fee  him  ftiine. 
Not  purchased  from  the  Tyrian  Shore, 

Dy'd,  alas!  with  dropping  Gore  ; 
Part  by  his  bleeding  Temples  fhed 

From  the  Thorns  which  piercM  his  Head, 
Part  from  the  long-drawn  Furrows  flow'd, 

Which  the  twifted  Scourge  has  plough'd. 
High  let  thy  Streams  of  Sorrow  rife. 

Ope  the  Fountains  of  thine  Eyes, 
Pour,  pour  on  Earth  a  gufhing  Flood : 

Since,  fo  lib'ral  of  his  Blood,  , 
His  vital  Drops  for  Thee  He  fpares, 

Can'ft  thou,  Mortal,  grudge  thy  Tears  ? 


An 
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An  Hymn  on  Easter-Day. 
I. 

THE  Sun  of  Righteoufnefi  appears. 
To  fet  in  Blood  no  more  ! 
Adore  the  Healer  of  Your  Fears, 
Your  rifing  Sun  adore. 

IL 

The  Saints,  v/hen  he  refign'd  his  Breath, 
Unclos'd  their  flecping  Eyes ; 

He  breaks  again  the  Bonds  of  Death, 
Again  the  Dead  arife. 

nr. 

Alone  the  dreadful  Race  he  ran, 

Alone  the  Wine-prefs  trod. 
He  dy'd  and  fufFer'd  as  a  Man, 

He  rifes  as  a  God. 

IV. 

In  vain  the  Stone,  the  Watch,  the  Sciil,  - 

Forbid  an  early  Rife, 
To  him  who  breaks  the  Gates  of  Hell^ 

And  opens  Faradife* 
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An  Hymn  for  Sunday. 
I. 

THE  Lord  of  Sabbath  let  us  praife. 
In  Confort  with  the  Bleft ; 
Who,  joyful  in  harmonious  Lays^ 
Employ  an  endlefs  Reft. 

II. 

Thus,  Lord,  while  we  remember  Thee^ 

We  bleft  and  pious  grow  ; 
By  Hymns  of  Praife  we  learn  to  be 

Triumphant  here  below. 

III. 

♦ 

On  this  glad  Day  a  brighter  Scene 

Of  Glory  was  difplay'd, 
By  God  th'  Eternal  Word,  than  when 

This  Univerfe  was  made. 

IV. 

He  rifes,  who  Mankind  has  bought 

With  Grief  and  Pains  extream  ; 
'Tv/a,s  great  to  fpeak  the  World  from  nought, 

^Twas  greater  to  redeem. 
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A  N 

Hymn  to  GOD  the  FATHER. 
I. 

HAIL5  Father  !  whofe  creating  Call 
Unnumber'd  Worlds  attend  ^ 
Jehovah  !  comprehending  all, 
Whom  none  can  comprehend. 

II. 

In  Light  unfearchable  enthroned. 

Which  Angels  dimly  fee ; 
The  Fountain  of  the  Godhead  ownM, 

And  foremoft  of  the  Three, 

III. 

From  whom  through  an  Eternal  Now 
The  Son  Thy  OfFfpring  flowed. 

An  everlafting  Father  Thou, 
An  everlafting  God  ! 

IV. 

Nor  quite  difplay'd  to  Worlds  above. 

Nor  quite  on  Earth  conceai'd ; 
By  wond'rous  unexhaufted  Love 

To  mortal  Man  reveal'd  ! 

V. 

Supreme  and  All-fufficient  God, 

When  Nature  fliall  expire ; 
When  Worlds,  created  by  thy  Nod, 

Shall  perifli  by  thy  Fire; 

04  ^ 
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VI. 

Thy  Name,  Jehovah!  be  ador'd 
By  Creatures  without  end  ! 

Whom  none  but  thy  effential  Word 
And  Spirit  comprehend. 


An  Hymn  to  God  the  Son. 

T. 

HAIL !  God  the  Son  !  in  Glory  crown'd. 
E'er  Time  began  to  be, 
Thron'd  with  thy  Sire,  through  one  Half-round 
Of  wide  Eternity ! 

11. 

Let  Heaven  and  Earth,  ftupendous  Frame, 

Difplay  their  Author's  Pow'r, 
And  each  exalted  Seraph  Flame> 

Creator,  Thee  adore. 

III. 

Whofe  wondrous  Love  the  Godhead  fliow'd 

Contrafled  to  a  Span  ; 
The  Co-eternal  Son  of  God, 

The  Mortal  Son  of  Man. 

IV. 

To  fave  Mankind  from  loft  Eftate, 

Behold  his  Life-blood  ftream ! 
Hail,  Lord  !  Almighty  to  create, 

Almighty  to  redeem  ? 
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V. 

The  Mediator's  Godlike  Sway 

His  Church  below  fuftains, 
'Till  Nature  fliall  her  Judge  furvey. 

The  King  Messiah  reigns. 

VL 

Hail,  with  effential  Glory  crown'd, 

When  Time  fhall  ceafe  to  be ! 
Thron'd  with  thy  Father,  through  the  Round 

Of  whole  Eternity ! 


An  Hymn  to  God  the  Holy-Ghost. 
I. 

HAIL,  Holy-Ghost  !  Jehovah!  Third 
In  Order  of  the  Three, 
Sprung  from  the  Father  and  the  Wori> 
From  all  Eternity ! 

II. 

Thy  Godhead  brooding  o'er  th'  Abyfs. 

Of  formlefs  Waters  lay ; 
Spoke  into  Order  all  that  is. 

And  Darknefs  into  Day.. 

III. 

In  loweft  Hell,  or  Heaven's  Height,-, 

Thy  Prefence  who  can  fly  ? 
Known  is  the  Father  to  thy  Sight,. 

The  Depths  of  Deity, 

o  5  IV. 
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IV. 

Thy  Pow'r  through  Jesu's  Life  difplay'd. 
Quite  from  the  Virgin's  Womb, 

Dying,  his  Soul  an  OfPring  made. 
And  rais'd  him  from  the  Tomb. 

V. 

God's  Image,  which  our  Sins  deftroy. 

Thy  Grace  reftores  below. 
And  Truth  and  HoHnefs  and  Joy 

From  Thee  their  Fountain  flow. 
VI. 

Hail,  Holy-Ghost  !  Jehovah  !  Third 

In  Order  of  the  Three, 
ThronM  with  the  Father  and  the  Wokp^ 

Through  all  Eternity ! 


An  Hymn  to  the  TRINITY, 
^hree  Perfons  and  One  God. 

I. 

HAIL !  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  \ 
Be  endlefs  Praife  to  Thee  ! 
Supreme  Eflential  One,  ador'd 
In  Co -eternal  Three, 
II. 

Enthron'd  in  everlafting  State, 

E'er  Time  its  Race  began ! 
Who  joinM  in  Council  to  create 

The  Dignity  of  Man  ! 
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III. 

Thou  Father,  S0N5  and  Holy-Ghost^ 

Empow'ring  to  Baptize, 
Reftor'ft,  for  earthly  Eden  lofl:^ 

An  heav'nly  Paradife. 

IV. 

To  whom  Isaiah's  Vifion  fhow'd. 

The  Seraphs  veil  their  Wings ; 
While  Thee,  Jehovah  !  Lord  and  GoDj^ 

Th*  Angelick  Army  fings. 

V. 

To  Thee,  by  myftick  Powers  on  high. 

Were  humble  Prai fes  giv'n. 
When  John  beheld  with  favour'd  Eye 

Th'  Inhabitants  of  Heav'n. 

VL 

All  that  the  Name  of  Creature  owns 

To  Thee  in  Hymns  afpire  ^ 
May  we  as  Angels  on  our  Thrones 

For  ever  join  the  Quire ! 

VIL 

Hail!  Holy,  Holy,  Holy,  Lord  ! 

Be  endlefs  Praife  to  Thee  ! 
Supreme  EiTential  One,  ador'd 

In  Co-eternal  Three  ! 


O  6 
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A  Faraphrafe  on  the  Eighth  Pfalm. 

A   PINDARIC  ODE. 
I. 

JEHOVAH  !  Sovereign  God  arid  Lord  ! 
Suftaining  this  created  Frame, 
To  Nature's  utmoft  Bounds  ador'd. 

How  great^  how  excellent  thy  Name  ! 
Thou  bid'ft  thy  facred  Glory  fly  ^ 
Beyond  th'  Expanfion  of  the  Sky,  v 
Above  the  higheft  Heavens,  high.  J 

n. 

Thy  Praife  employs  the  Seraph's  Lays, 

Suckling  Infants  fhow  thy  Praife : 

From  ftamm'ring  Mouth,  at  thy  Command, 

Strength  refifHefs  is  ordain*d. 

The  Giant  Wretch,  who  dares  to  cope  with  Thee, 

Yields  to  the  meaneft  Child  of  Piety  : 

Unwilling  Hearts  confefs  th'  Almighty's  Hand, 

Nor  can  the  Wife  objeft,  nor  can  the  Strong  with- 

[ftand. 

III. 

Thy  Pow'r  Divine  no  Limit  knows, 

Weaknefs  itfelf  obeys  thy  Call ; 
Still  is  the  Rage  of  clam'rous  Foes, 

And  down  the  proud  Avengers  fall. 

L  Thy 
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I, 

Thy  Heavens  oft,  ftupendous  Round ! 

In  Contemplation  I  admire, 
Thofe  Heavens  which  thy  Hands  did  found  ; 

The  Sun,  whofe  unexhaufted  Fire 
Does  Light  and  Heat  to  Earth  convey,  ^ 
Runs  joypus  his  commanded  Way,  C 
Unwearied  Monarch  of  the  Day  i  3 
11. 

The  Moon,  who  Regent  of  the  Night, 

Shines  with  delegated  Ray ; 
The  Stars  which  conftant  feem  to  Sight, 
Stars  that  regularly  ftray ; 
Which  firft  thy  plaftick  Will  from  nothing  brought, 
Affign'd  their  Stations,  and  their  Courfes  taught : 
Diftinft  with  Worlds  yon  azure  Vault  appears, 
Seafons  and  Days  to  mark,  and  guide  revolving  Years, 

III. 

Lord  !  what  is  Man  !  amaz'd  I  cry, 
Whofe  Mould  is  Duft,  and  Life  a  Span, 

That  thou  regardeft  from  on  high. 
With  fuch  Refpeift,.  the  Son  of  Man  ! 
I. 

Nature,  and  Nature's  God  to  fee. 

Mankind,  thy  Wifdom  did  ordain. 
To  ferve  his  Maker  call'd  to  be. 

But  o^er  his  Maker's  Works  to  reign. 
Thine  awful  Image  found  to  bear,  ^ 
Thou  mad'ft  him  with  peculiar  Care,  C 
And  all  the  Trinity  was  there,  3 

IL 
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II. 

On  humble  Earth  his  Seat  was  plac'd. 
Than  th'  Angelick  Orders  lower  ; 
Yet  him  thy  bounteous  Mercy  grac'd, 
Crown'd  with  Dignity  and  Power. 
Nay,  'midfl:  the  Splendor  of  the  Throne  of  God, 
Will  higheft  Angels,  in  that  blefsM  Abode, 
Revere  the  Nature  they  excell'd  before, 
Join'd  to  the  Son  of  Man,  the  Son  of  God  adore. 
III. 

Man  governs  all  things  here  below, 

'  They  ferve  his  Grandeur,  or  his  Need  5 
Laborious  Oxen  drag  his  Plough, 

And  Sheep  for  his  Convenience  bleed. 
I. 

Nor  only  tamer  Beafts  we  find. 

To  Man,  their  Lord,  Obedience  yield; 

But  ev'ry  fierce  and  favage  Kind, 

That  range  the  Defart  and  the  Field. 

Each  Monjfter  upon  Jfrick^s  Shore, 

And  captive  Lions,  while  they  roar. 

Submit  reluftant  to  his  Pow'r. 

II. 

Of  Birds,  the  various  feather'd  Race, 

Lightly  fleeting  through  the  Sky, 
To  him  perpetual  Homage  pays. 
From  his  Empire  cannot  fly. 
And  Fillies  that  through  Paths  of  Ocean  firay ; 
From  Shoals  that  numerous,  and  that  namelefs  play. 
To  vaft  Leviathan^  difporting  wide. 
Created  without  Fear,  King  of  the  Sons  of  Pride. 

III. 
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III. 

Jehovah  !  Sovereign  God  and  Lord  ! 

Suftaining  this  created  Frame, 
To  Nature's  utmoft  Bounds  ador'd, 

How  great,  how  excellent  thy  Name  ! 


He  z  e  k  I  a  h  'i  ^hank/giving  for  his  Recovery 
from  Sicknefs :  Ifaiah  38* 

A  PINDARICK  ODE. 
L 

I Said,  when  vigorous  Health  was  flown. 
And  God  the  Sentence  gave. 
My  Life  defcends  to  Darknefs  down. 
The  Portals  of  the  Grave  : 
Stopp'd  th'  unfinifhM  Courfe  appears. 
Loft  my  Refidue  of  Years. 

11. 

Ne'er  fball  again  my  living  Eye 

See  the  Majefty  on  high ; 

In  his  Courts,  as  heretofore. 
Behold  the  Face  of  God  no  more  ; 

View  his  glorious  Cloud  divine 

O'er  the  Ark  and  Cherubs  faine. 

KI. 
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111. 

To  Earth's  Inhabitants  adieu. 
And  Converfe  of  the  Sons  of  Men : 
Here  c\ok.my  troubled  Days  and  few. 
Nor  Mark  remains  that  I  have  been. 
The  Shepherd  Swain,  as  fliifts  the  Wind, 
Removes  his  Tent,  no  Footfteps  Trace  we  find. 
The  tranfitory  Shade  has  left  no  Print  behind. 

I 

E'er  half  the  Age  of  Man  complete, 

I  find  an  early  Doom, 
Cut  like  a  Web,  imperfedl  yet. 
In  Anger  from  the  Loom : 
Pining  Sicknefs  ends  my  Days, 
God  commands,  and  Death  obeys, 

II. 

In  Shade  of  Night  and  Death  I  lye^ 

Counting  Minutes  as  they  fly, 

Ling'ring  fly  with  flow.  Delay, 
As  doubtful  to  renew  the  Day. 

Nature  glad  the  Morn  fhall  fee 

Rife,  but  never  rife  to  Me. 

nr. 

Before  the  Stars  their  Sway  refign. 
My  Life  enfeebled  muft  depart ; 
For,  Oh !  this  inftant  Wrath  Divine 
In  funder  rends  my  bleeding  Heart: 

My 
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My  Spirit  leaves  the  mangled  Clay, 
My  Bones  all  broke  the '  Venger's  Mightdifplay : 
So  the  fierce  Lion  tears  his  unrefifting  Prey. 

I. 

Yet  unexpecEled  Dawn  arofe. 

And  filed  a  cheerlefs  Light ; 
Which  ftill  my  boding  Fears  fuppofe 
Would  fet  in  deadly  Night, 
E'er  returning  Ev'ning  Shade 
Timely  Reft  to  Man  conveyed, 

IL 

The  Crane  deferted  and  alone. 

Pours  a  melancholy  Moan ; 

Flitting  low  in  wintry  Skies, 
The  folitary  Swallow  flies ; 

Murmuring  through  the  lonely  Grove, 

Sadly  cooes  the  widowM  Dove. 

III. 

Mine  Eyes  with  looking  upward  fail. 
With  vain  Expe£lance  of  Relief ; 
Thy  Pow'r,  O  Lord,  can  yet  avail. 
Can  heal  the  moft  obdurate  Grief. 
Proftrate  to  Duft  my  Soul  is  bent. 
Nor  Death  nor  Hell  thy  Purpofe  can  prevent, 
All  Impotence  am  I,  but  Thou  Omnipotent. 

I, 
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I. 

Alas !  'tis  He  demands  my  Tears, 

'Tis  He  direds  the  Blow  5 
Whence  grov'ling  droop  my  tedious  Years 
In  Hopeleflhefs  of  Woe  ? 
He,  whofe  World- creating  Call 
Spoke  forth  Nothing  into  All. 
11, 

O  Lord,  Thy  powerful  Words  beftow 
Life  on  mortal  Man  below; 

Spirit,  from  Corruption  free, 
Exifts  dependantly  on  Thee  s 
Thy  Cornmands,  that  all  controll, 

'  Speak  Recovery  to  my  Soul. 

III. 

For  Peace  my  Bitternefs  was  great. 
Yet  Love  Thou  deigneft  to  difplay  ; 
My  Life  deliv'ring  from  the  Pit, 
That  turns  our  Earth  to  common  Clay  : 
Thy  Mercy  hears  my  plaintive  Cries, 
My  paft  Mifdeeds  no  more  in  Judgment  rife. 

And  all  my  numerous  Sins  are  vanifh'd  from  Thine 

[Eyes. 

I. 

No  Tongue  thy  Glory,  Lord,  difplays 

In  Death's  eternal  Gloom ; 
But  Dark  Oblivion  all  muft  raze 
Inhabiting  the  Tomb  : 
There  no  Place  for  Song  remains 
Speechlefs  Silence  ever  reigns. 

n. 
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II. 

Thy  Truth  have  living  Saints  received. 

There  unheard  and  unbeliev'd  ; 

Thither  Hope  can  ne'er  defcend. 
For  Life  and  Hope  together  end. 

After  Death  no  Heirs  we  have. 

All  are  childlefs  in  the  Grave. 

III. 

The  Living  fhall  thy  Mercy  fing. 
The  Living  chant  their  joyous  Lays  ; 
The  Father  v^ith  the  Son  fliall  bring 
The  joint  Thank- Offering  of  their  Praife ; 
As  I  to-day  :  This  let  my  Son, 
And  each  fucceeding  Heir  of  D  a  v  i  d's  Crown^ 
Tranfmit  with  fcepter'd  Rule  hereditary  down, 

I. 

The  God  of  David,  Nature's  Lord, 

Attentive  heard  my  Pray'r; 
Jehovah,  gracious  by  his  Wor<l, 
Did  raife  me  from  Defpair: 
Now  my  Terrors  all  are  o'er. 
Death  is  dreadful  now  no  more, 

II. 

Therefore,  my  Soul,  aloud  proclaim 
Praife  to  th'  Everlafting  Name; 
Tell  in  facred  Hymns  my  Joy, 

And  ev'ry  Inftrument  employ; 
Lead  the  vocal  Quire  to  fing. 
Wake  to  Harmony  the  String, 

III^ 
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Within  his  Temple's  hallow'd  Gate^ 
My  God  inceflant  Til  adore, 
Thofc  happy  Courts  divine,  which  late 
I  thought  alive  to  fee  no  more. 
As  Incenfe  there  my  Voice  I'll  raife. 
In  grateful  Anthems  fpend  my  added  Days, 
And  yield  my  length«a*d  Life  a  Sacrifice  of  Pralfe. 
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